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CHAPTER I. 

THE OLD HALL. 

Arden Hall was an old-fashioned place. Squire 
Arden, many people said, was as antiquated in his 
notions as the Hall that bore his name. He was 
opposed to many of the innovations in the cus- 
toms of the people that had been made since the 
days when he was a boy. 

Squire Arden believed in the old maxim, ** Speak 
the truth and shame the devil." He was an 
upright, honourable man, and hated hypocrisy and 
deceit. He was a thorough-going Tory of the 
old school, and was an uncompromising advocate 
of the rights of property. He did not march with 
the times— in fact, the times had made forced 
marches upon him, and left him considerably 
in the rear. Never a rich man. Squire Arden 
had been accustomed to spend money somewhat 
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recklessly. He was generous to a fault, and never 
refused assistance where he thought it was re- 
quired. He was an old bachelor, and remained 
true to his first and only love, who had been 
killed by a fall in the hunting-field. The death of 
the woman he loved was a sad blow to William 
Arden, and he never forgot it. 

His sister, Harriet Arden, remained with him at 
the Hall until she married and became Mrs. 
Richard Fairfield. 

Her husband, Richard Fairfield, was a lace 
manufacturer at Nottingham. Unfortunately he 
was a heavy speculator on the Stock Exchange. 
His heavy losses preyed upon his mind, and he 
gradually lost his health, and died ten years after 
he had married Harriet Arden. 

Mrs. Fairfield was left with an only son, Eric 
Arden Fairfield, and an income of three hundred 
a year saved from the wreck of a once fine 
business. 

Squire Arden had been opposed to his sister's 
marriage, but when Richard Fairfield died he 
insisted upon his widow bringing her boy to 
reside with him at the Hall. Harriet Fairfield 
gladly availed herself of the Squire's offer. She 
thought it would be a fine chance for her boy, 
as her brother had no heir to inherit the Arden 
property. 

She did not know that the Squire was at times 
hard pressed for money; on the contrary, she 
imagined he had a substantial income, more than 
sufficient for all his wants. 
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THE OLD HALL. 9 

So Harriet Fairfield brought Eric to the Hall when 
he was nearly ten years old, and had remained there 
ever since. 

Eric was a great favourite with the Squire. His 
boyish pranks and scrapes amused his uncle. 

"The Squire makes a regular fool of that lad. 
He spoils him," was the general verdict. 

As is usual in ninety-nine cases out of a hundredi 
the general verdict was wrong. 

Squire Arden did his best to spoil the lad, but Eric 
was not made that way. 

The lad loved his uncle, more than he had ever 
loved his father, and next to his mother, the Squire 
held the warmest place in his heart. 

Ericas first escapade when he was installed at the 
Hall, was to take the Squire's pet fox terriers out for 
a stroll, and accompanied by a well-known poacher, 
who possessed several well-trained ferrets, make a 
raid on a neighbour's rabbit warren. 

** You foind the dogs, Mr. Eric, oi'll foind th» 
ferrits. That's a fair bargain," said the poacher. 

Eric considered the offer, and said he thought it 
was fair, and the expedition was arranged accordingly. 

Naturally the Squire's neighbour objected to this 
raid on his rabbits, and it took William Arden a con- 
siderable time to pacify him and obtain from him £L 
promise to take no further steps in the matter. 

Eric was called before his uncle and severely 
reprimanded. His uncle knew the lad always told 
him the truth and loved him the more for it. 

" How dare you take my dogs out, sir ? " com- 
menced the Squire, " without my permission ? And 
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with that poaching rascal, Stubbins. You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself, sir, associating with the 
blackguard. Why did you do this ? " 

" For love of the sport/' answered the lad. '' Why, 
it was fun, uncle,'' said the boy, his face flushed with 
the thoughts of the excitement he had gone through. 
''Bob has lovely ferrits. The rabbits bolted like 
winking. Taff (the squire's favourite terrier) caught 
them quick as lightning. He is a dog that, uncle, I 
never saw such a fellow. He beat Ruff badly. 
One rabbit got away, and Taff and Ruff were after 
it like a shot. Wasn't it fun? Ruff gained at 
first, but Taff came with a rush and caught the 
rabbit as it doubled. Taff's a lot better dog than 
Ruff." 

''So he IS, so he is," said the Squire, who had 
become quite enthusiastic over Taff's performance. 
Then suddenly checking himself, he said, with an 
attempt to look stern : 

" But why did you go poaching on another man's 
property ? Were my rabbits not good enough for 
you?" 

" Yes, uncle," said Eric ; but you see it was all 
Bob's fault." 

"What had Stubbins to do with it?" asked the 
Squire. 

'^It was this way, uncle. I said it would be a 
jolly lark to catch some of your rabbits. Bob said, 
* No it wouldn't. He had no objection to taking 
anyone else's rabbits ; in fact, he rather liked it.' 
What do you think Bob said, uncle ? " 

"What did the rascal say ? " asked the Squire, 
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"Bob said " Eric hesitated. ''Shall I tell, 

uncle?" 

*'Yes, tell me. Go on." 

**Bob said 'he'd be d d if he'd ever poach 

on Squire Arden's land again after what he did 
for his wife ' — he said ' missus ' — ' when he was 
doing three months hard for poaching.' " 

*' Oh, he said that, did he," said the Squire, with 
a twinkle in his eye. 

" Yes, and he said more, uncle," said Eric. " Bob 
said * if there were more men like Squire Arden 
ther'd be less rogues.' " 

" He's a poaching rascal, for all that," said the 
Squire. 

*'I know he's a poacher," said Eric. "That is 
why I asked him to go with me. He knows twice 
as much as your gamekeepers, uncle." 

Squire Arden laughed heartily as he said ; 

"Fll be bound he does. Fve a good mind to 
turn Bob Stubbins into a keeper." 

"That's capital, uncle. I'll go and tell him," 
said Eric. 

"What!" shouted the Squire. "Where is he?" 

" In the kitchen having some dinner, uncle," 
said Eric. ''I told him to come and see how 
we'd get on." 

This was too much for the Squire. He laughed 
until the tears rolled down his cheeks. 

"Send him up here," he said to Eric. 

A shuffling sound in the corridor and a knock 
at the Squire's door. 

"Come in," said the Squire. 
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Eric entered leading a big burly man by the 
hand. 

" Oh, it's you, Stubbins," said the Squire. 

"Yes, sir," said the man. 

" How dare you take Master Eric out 
poaching," thundered the Squire. 

"That's not correct, uncle. I took him out 
poaching," said Eric. 

" Be quiet, sir," said the Squire. " You'll get 
six months for that bit of business," said the 
Squire to Stubbins. 

"Yes, sir," said the man. 

"You're a vagabond. You're a confirmed 
poaching scoundrel," said the Squire, wrathfuUy. 

"Yes, sir," said Stubbins." 

" Don't stand there saying * yes, sir,' like an 
idiot," said the Squire. 

"No, sir," said Bob. 

"Should you like to be a gamekeeper. Bob?" 
said Eric. 

"Aye, Master Eric, I should that. But no one '11 
give me a chance. I can't get no sort o' work," 
said Stubbins. 

"You can go now, Stubbins," said the Squire. 

" Yes, sir," said Bob,- and backed out of the room. 

"You've forgotten, uncle," said Eric. 

"Forgotten what, you young rascal?" said the 
Squire. 

"You haven't turned Bob into a gamekeeper," 
said Eric. 

This incident had taken place a dozen years ago, 
and Eric Fairfield was now two-and-twenty. 
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For twelve years Bob Stubbins had served the 
Squire of Arden Hall faithfully, and he was now 
head gamekeeper. 

Squire Arden was rapidly getting on in years, 
and he placed great reliance upon Eric. 

Eric Fairfield had been well educated, and 
although he got into scrapes innumerable he was 
a great favourite during his stay at Eton. He had 
shown keener interest in sport than lessons, 
although he was an apt scholar when in the 
humour. Eric had figured in the eleven against 
Harrow, and had proved himself a good oarsman 
in many a stiff pull on the Thames. He had held 
his own in the athletic world, and was a good 
runner and boxer. Few lads at Eton could swim 
better, and Eric Arden Fairfield's record as an all- 
round athlete was remarkably good when he left Eton. 

A fine, manly-looking young fellow was Eric 
Fairfield at the age of two-and-twenty. A man 
after the Squire's own heart. *'Just the sort of 
lad I'd have had of my own,^' said the Squire, with 
a sigh, as he thought of that fatal fall in the 
hunting field. 

" And he is your own, William," said his sister. 
" I feel Eric is quite as much yours as mine. He 
loves you as a father." 

" He's a good lad, Harriet," said the Squire. 
**You ought to be proud of him.'^ 

"I am," said Harriet Fairfield, proudly, and 
there was no need for her to say more. 

Arden Hall was in the beautiful midland county 
of Nottinghamshire, about half-a-dozen miles 
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from Newark-on-Trent. In the midst of a great 
sporting country, it was small wonder that Eric 
Fairfield had grown up devoted to horses and 
dogs, and loved hunting, shooting, and racing 
ardently. 

Squire Arden, in days gone by, had kept 
racehorses, and even now he occasionally had one 
or two of his own breeding in training. The 
expenses of a heavy racing establishment, how- 
ever, he could not afford. 

Arden Hall was a favourite place for a meet of the 
Rufford or South Notts hunt, and they were always 
sure of a find on the Squire's estate. It was a pretty 
sight the Meet on Arden lawn in front of the old 
fashioned Hall, that had been built by an Arden in 
centuries gone by. 

A hunting breakfast at Arden Hall was a repast to 
be remembered, and the Squire was never happier 
than when surrounded by the red coats, and with the 
music of the pack at hand. 

Financially, however, matters had been going from 
bad to worse with the Squire. 

He had, on the advice of a very old friend, invested 
money in mining shares in the hope of making a rise. 
The West Australian speculations had not turned 
out well, and Squire Arden was saddled with a 
heavy loss, which it took him all his time to meet. 

In all matters affecting himself the Squire was a 
reserved man, and neither his sister nor her son had 
any idea of how matters stood. 

Squire Arden considered the situation carefully, 
and he came to the conclusion it was only right and 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE OLD HALL, 15 

just that he should place everything before his 
nephew in its proper light. 

*' I have no right to lead him to expect a fortune 
at my death, which is probably what he is 
depending upon/' said the Squire. 'Til not delay 
another day. Eric must know exactly how matters 
stand. He's a good lad, and he will take it 
kindly." 

Squire Arden was sitting in his own room when he 
made up his mind to tell Eric all. 

As he leaned back in his o'd-fashioned arm-chair 
his eyes rested on the wall above the fireplace. 

Hanging on the wall was a racing jacket and cap 
in an oak frame and glass front. 

It was an old jacket, but clean and well preserved. 
The colours were black body, white sleeves, and 
black cap. 

As the Squire looked at the jacket his thoughts 
went back many years — back to the time when an 
unlucky chance had placed that jacket second in the 
Derby instead of first. 

Good judges said a mistake had been made, and 
that Squire Arden's colt had won the race. 

That head behind made a difference of many 
thousands to Willian Arden, that at the time were 
badly needed. 

''Who knows?'' murmured the Squire, as he 
looked at the jacket. "Fortune may favour me 
again some time. I've a couple of colts that are 
very promising, and " 

A knock at the door interrupted his medita- 
tions. 



Digitized 



by Google 



i6 THE MAGPIE JACKET, 

''Come in," said the Squire. "It's you, Eric, 
my boy. Glad to see you. Sit down, I want to 
have a chat with you." 

" Nothing pleases me better than to have a chat 
with you, uncle," said Eric. "You were studying 
the magpie jacket very attentively when I came 
in. The old colours have not been seen up for 
some years, uncle. You ought to chance your luck 
again with one of those colts, they are a pair of 
beauties." 

" You really think so, Eric/' asked the Squire. 

"I do; I have seldom seen colts more promis- 
ing," said Eric. 

**If I ever run one of them in a big race, Eric, 
the jockey shall wear that jacket and cap for luck," 
said the Squire, pointing to the magpie jacket 
hanging in its frame on the wall. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE LAST CHANCE. 

Squire Arden looked at Eric in silence for some 
minutes. He hardly knew how to broach the 
subject he meant to enlighten him upon. He was 
not good at making financial statements, and he 
had received no hints in that direction from a 
perusal of the Budget, as he merely glanced at 
it to see if there was another penny on the 
income tax. 

Eric remained seated and looked at the 
magpie jacket 'hanging in its frame on the wall. 

** I suppose you think I am a rich man," said 
the Squire abruptly, and startling Eric from his 
reverie. 

*' I have never thought anything about it uncle," 
replied Eric. "What made you ask such a ques- 
tion?" 

" Because I fancied you might be living in a 
fooPs paradise, and counting your chickens before 
they were hatched," bluntly said Squire Arden. • 

Eric flushed. It was not like his uncle to 
address him in this style. 

"If you mean I have been speculating on what 
I might gain by your death you wrong me," he 
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said. "Such thoughts never trouble me. Rich or 
poor you will always be the same to me. I can 
never forget your kindness to my mother and 
myself." 

Squire Arden raised his hand deprecatingly. 

"That is nothing Eric. Your mother has done 
far more for me than I have for her. She has 
brought me you, something to love and cherish, 
something to spend the yearnings of my tough old 
bachelor heart on. You have been as a son to me, 
Eric, and a father should never deceive his son.'' 

*' You spoke strangely," said Eric, " I could not 
understand you. I have always striven to behave as 
a son ought to his father." 

" I did speak abruptly," said the Squire. " I did 
not know how to begin. Eric, I am not a rich man, 
nay more, for a man in my position, I am a poor man. 
Of course, there is no danger of utter ruin at present, 
although something must be done, my boy, to revive 
my fortune. It is about this I wished to consult 
you. You are a man now, Eric, and I want both 
your advice and assistance." 

"Surely your affairs are not very complicated," 
said Eric, as he looked round the comfortable 
room. 

"Arden Hall takes a lot of keeping up, my boy, 
and rents are not what they were," said the Squire. 
"I have never saved much money, and although 
the income decreased, I am afraid the expenditure 
did not follow in the same direction. I speculated 
in West Australian gold mines. Hang me if I 
would not have preferred to lose the money on the 
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racecourse than to see it sunk in such an outlandish 
spot as Coolgardie." 

"The racing form of speculation would have 
been more to your taste I should say, uncle. Cool- 
gardie would be a bit too far off for my money— 
that is, if I had any,'' added Eric, with a laugh. 

" It is no laughing matter, Eric. We must 
economise,'' said the Squire. ** The difficulty is 
where to commence." 

" Cut down expenses," said Eric. 

"Cannot be done," said the Squire. "There is 
not a hand too many on the Arden estate." 

Eric thought of the number of men employed in 
doing nothing, but he knew his uncle would prefer 
to deprive himself than allow a single hand to be 
discharged. 

" Sell some of the horses," said Eric. 

"How dare you, sir?" said the Squire, banging 
his fist on the table. "Sell the horses, indeed I 
You'll want me to give up kjseping half-a-dozen 
hunters next, I suppose ? " 

" That is what I should advise," said Eric, highly 
amused at the old Squire's indignation. 

Squire Arden stared at him in amazement. The 
bare idea of an Arden of Arden Hall being called 
upon to exist without his hunters had never entered 
his head. 

" Let me tell you, sir, I shall do no such thing," 
said the Squire. " Where will you get a mount 
next season I should like to know, if I sell my 
hunters ? " 

"One horse will do for me, uncle," said Eric. 

c 2 
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'• *'But it won't do for me," said the Squire. "I 
have never had less than half-a-dozen hunters in my 
stables, and I never will have." 

'* Then we must look elsewhere for a reduction in 
the expenditure," said Eric. *' Raise the rents." 

'* Never," said the Squire. ** Tve promised a 
reduction of twenty per cent, next rent day." 

*' That is the second time this year you have 
reduced your rents twenty per cent.," said Eric. 

''Bless me, so it is," said the Squire; "I reduced 
them last rent day." 

**You have too many horses on the estate. Sell 
some of them," suggested Eric. 

** And probably part with a Derby or . Leger 
winner," said the Squire. '*No, that will not do, 
Eric." 

'' Sell a portion of the estate," said Eric." 

*' Another suggestion like that," said the Squire, 
savagely, "and Til disown you. Sell the estate! 
You must be mad, boy." 

'* Raise money on it," said Eric, who enjoyed 
teasing his uncle, and who did not suspect matters 
were as black as the Squire tried to paint them. 

" Mortgage Arden Hall?" roared the Squire, " Tm 
ashamed of you, Eric. You must be turning 
Radical." 

*'Can you suggest anyway out of the difficulty ? " 
said Eric. 

"Yes, I can," said the Squire. "We'll train 
those colts and win a fortune with them.'' 

" And in the meantime ? " asked Eric. 

" We will go on as we are doing," said the Squire. 
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Eric laughed heartily. 

" You are a clever hand at a scheme of retrench- 
ment and reform. 

** There's another Radical expression, sir. Re- 
trenchment and reform. I never heard of such 
absurdities in my young days." 

It would probably have been better for him if he 
had, Eric thought, but he's a grand old fellow and I 
wish I could help him. 

*'Are you very short of cash, uncle?" asked 
Eric. 

"Short is not the word, Eric. I am starved out 
in that direction." 

'* Not even enough ready to go on with ? " said 
Eric, smiling. 

"A few thousands." said the squire. *'We are 
not quite dead beat yet, Eric, but its coming, my 
boy." 

"Then we must stop it. In the meantime, uncle, 
don't worry yourself. I'm a great hand at financing, 
always had a liking for it at Eton." 

" Had you ? " exclaimed Squire Arden. " That's 
the first I ever heard of it. You generally were short 
of cash when I went Windsor way." 

"I financed you then, uncle, for my own pur- 
poses," laughed Eric. " Now, I am going to 
finance you for your personal benefit." 

The idea of his nephew financing him tickled 
the Squire immensely. He regarded it as a huge 
joke, 

"And when do you commence running me as a 
limited liability company," asked the Squire. 
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*'At once," said Eric. "Will you give me per- 
mission tjo sell some of the horses, uncle? I will 
not touch the hunters or thoroughbreds." 

"On those conditions, yes," said Squire Arden. 
"I was not aware, however, we had too many on 
the estate." 

"We can do with ten less," said Eric, "and 
they go under the hammer." 

" Very well," said the Squire, " that settles it. 
You must tell me what you are going to do, 
Eric." 

"All in good time, uncle. One thing I am going 
to do is to find out which of these colts is the 
better, and then I'm going to win you a big race 
or two with him." 

" It will cost a lot of money, Eric," said the 
Squire. "That is not a scheme of retrenchment." 

" But I am certain either of these colts is good 
enough for anything," said Eric. " You have 
entered them in the Two Thousand, the Derby, the 
St. Leger, the Eclipse Stakes, and a heap of other 
races. You have spent a small fortune in forfeits: 
I am going to get all that money back for you. 
Why, uncle, you have entered five or six young 
ones every year for goodness knows how many 
years in nearly all the big races, and have never . 
even .started a horse." 

^* Custom, my boy, custom," said the Squire. 
"It's a way I got into, and I couldn't leave it 
off." 

' "You must have paid thousands in forfeits. All 
are paid up, of course," said Eric. 
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"Yes," said the squire. "To tell you the truth, 
Eric, I have often thought what a confounded fool 
I was when I had to pay that list of forfeits. I 
entered horses that ought never to have been 
nominated, and when they were put up for sale 
no one would buy them with their liabilities 
attached." 

" I don't blame them," said Eric. " When I have 
sold the horses you gave me permission to dispose 
of, I mean to buy a good steady horse to lead the 
young ones in their work. They have not run 
yet, and will be all the better for keeping until 
next year. Then they will be fresh as three-year- 
olds, instead of half ruined by being galloped 
off their legs as two-year-olds." 

" A good idea, Eric," said the Squire. " Buy a 
reliable horse to school them with. But who is 
to train them?" 

" Caunton and I will manage it between us," 
said Eric. 

Squire Arden smiled as he replied, " Do you 
think Ned Caunton is quite up to training in these 
days. He has trained many a good one in years 
gone by; but he is not very well acquainted with 
the modern systems." 

Ned Caunton had been with Squire Arden 
many years, and was a man well on in the 
sixties. When the magpie jacket was seen on 
the racecourse, Caunton generally trained the 
horses that carried it, and it had been his lasting 
regret that his master had almost forsaken the 
turf. 
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Eric Fairfield stuck up manfully for Ned Caun- 
ton in reply to the Squire's question. 

*' I would back him against most of the new 
men," said Eric, "and give them all they know 
in." 

*'Have your own way,*' said the Squire, "but 
remember the exchequer is low, Eric. You have 
to replenish it, not dip into it, and my experience 
has been it is generally the latter in racing.^' 

Eric went off in high spirits. He did not really 
think there was much wrong with his uncIe^s 
finances, although he knew he must be temporarily 
short of ready cash. He walked rapidly in the 
direction of Ned Caunton^s cottage, which was 
on the Arden Hall estate. Meanwhile Squire 
Arden walked on the terrace with three of his 
favourite terriers at his heels, and a huge St. 
Bernard at his side. He had one hand on the 
huge dog's head, and in the other he twirled a 
cigar between his fingers. 

He walked to the far end of the terrace, lighted 
his cigar, placed his elbows on the stone wall, 
and gazed thoughtfully at the landscape before 
him. 

Hundreds of times had Squire Arden let his 
eyes wander over this well-known scene. It was 
a picture he was never tired of looking upon, and 
he had seen it in all kinds of weather. 

It was indeed a fair and charming scene. 
Stretched out before him were meadows rich with 
juicy herbage, hedgerows blossoming with flowers, 
magnificent trees, centMries old many of them, 
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giant oaks, graceful beeches, waving ash, and 
huge outspreading chestnuts. The country was 
splendidly timbered, and on the Squire's estate 
it was seldom a tree was felled. The river Trent 
could be seen winding in and out, and shining 
and glistening in the sunlight Many a struggle 
with a pike had the Squire had in the ponds 
near its banks, and the barbel had given him 
plenty of sport. 

The cows were quietly crunching the rich grass, 
and the sheep were wandering contented and at 
ease. It was a charming rural scene, such as fair 
Nottinghamshire can show in many places. 

Squire Arden sighed as he looked at it all. 

'* A glorious county," he said to himself. " Noi 
I could never part with the land belonging to me. 
It would break my heart to leave dear old Arden. 
Eric little knows what a struggle I shall have to 
make both ends meet during the coming years 
remaining to me. Is it my fault, I wonder? To 
a certain extent it is, but I have lost money in 
attempting to make more for the lad. The boy, 
bless him, is full of confidence in his new scheme. 
He may succeed. Old Ned has not lost his cunning 
in training. He may see the magpie jacket first 
past the post again. It is the last chance, and I 
must trust it to be a good one." 

The old Squire never for one moment thought his 
heavy expenditure at Arden Hall and elsewhere had 
anything to do with his reduced fortune. 

He could no more have changed the life at Arden 
Hall than be could have changed himself. 



Digitized 



by Google 



a6 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

His way of living had been born and bred in him. 
He had never been a very rich man, but he had given 
freely of his substance more generously than many 
men with ten times his income. He was too old to 
change now. 

Squire Arden was not the man to be long in a 
depressed mood. The fit of despondency soon left 
him. 

When he returned into the house his troubles were 
well nigh forgotten. 

He met Eric in the hall. 

*'Well, my boy, what does old Caunton say?" 
asked the Squire. 

**Ned says tell the Squire it is the best day's 
work he has done for years in giving you per- 
mission to train and run those colts. Tell him the 
magpie will be in front next year, and that he has 
never owned a better horse than Cannon Ball," 
said Eric. 

" Good news, indeed, my boy," said Squire Arden, 
heartily. " I look upon it as my last chance, Eric. 
We must have a talk with Ned. Tell him to come 
round in the morning." 
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CHAPTER III. 

A TRUSTY SERVANT. 

Ned Caunton resided in a comfortable, old 
fashioned cottage on the Arden estate. A modern 
trainer, with his splendid mansion and luxurious 
surroundings, would probably have treated with con- 
tempt an offer to take up his residence at Ivy 
Lodge. 

Ned Caunton had been employed at Arden for 
over forty years, and he was looked upon by 
the men on the estate as *' part of the 
property.'* Ned Caunton had married one of 
the servants at the Hall. No child was born unto 
them until ten years after the marriage, and then 
a baby girl appeared upon the scene. 

Caunton's wife died when the child was six years 
old, and since then the father had regarded Ruth as 
his sole object in life, the prop upon which he relied 
in his old age. 

Ruth Caunton was now in her twenty. first 
year, and was a bright, lady-like woman. Her 
father had given her a good education, the best 
he could afford, and Ruth had been quick to 
profit by it. There were few handsomer women 
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than Ruth Caunton when, mounted on one of 
Squire Arden's hunters, she appeared at the meet 
on the lawn. 

Eric Fairfield and Ruth had always been the 
best of friends. They were, so the Squire said, 
much too good friends for any danger of their 
falling in love. They seldom quarrelled, a sure 
sign, the Squire insisted, that matrimony was not 
in their line. 

Had he thought Eric would fall in love with 
Ruth Caunton, Squire Arden would have 
endeavoured to keep them apart. He had his 
notions about marriage, although he had never 
tried the lottery himself. He would not have 
considered Ruth a suitable match for the heir to 
Arden Hall. He liked Ruth immensely, and she 
was often invited to the Hall, and Mrs. Fairfield 
acted as a mother to her. 

''They are good playmates," said the Squire, 
''but mind, Harriet, it must go no farther. There 
must be no love - making nonsense between 
them." 

Harriet Fairfield smiled as she replied: 
"I do not think there is any danger of their 
falling in love, William. They are brother and 
sister, nothing more." 

And so the years had gone by, and Eric and 
Ruth had grown up together at Arden Hall, 
except when separated during their school days. 

Ruth Caunton was greatly admired, and had 
received t\yo or three offers of marriage, which 
had been declined. 
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"Father has no one to look after him/' she 
had said, "and I shall stay at Ivy Lodge until he 
is tired of me." 

The morning after his conversation with the 
Squire, Eric went to Ivy Lodge. 

He was always sure of a welcome there- Ned 
Caunton had taught him to ride, and had also 
instilled into his mind that horses were the most 
noble creatures in the world. The trainer had 
taken a great fancy to Eric as a lad, and he 
respected him now he had arrived at man's 
estate. He did not fear any danger to Ruth 
from her friendship with Eric, and he firmly 
impressed upon her the difference in their positions 
in life. 

" I had a chat with the Squire after I left you 
last night," said Eric, as he shook hands with 
Ned, and sat down in his comfortable sanctum. 
"He is fully convinced we shall do some good 
with the colts." 

"And am I to train them?" asked Ned Caunton, 
eagerly. 

"Yes," replied Eric. "I told the Squire we 
could manage it between us. I fancy my share 
will be limited to looking on and watching the 
wonderful improvement you will make in the 
youngsters." 

"I am glad the Squire has decided to let me 
train them," said Ned. " I thought he might have 
sent them to Newmarket. There is no better 
gallop anywhere than the mile and a half we have 
below the Hall. It was well laid down some years 
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ago, and is better than ever it was. I have always 
had it kept in good order, in case the Squire 
might change his mind and put two or three in 
training again." 

*' There was no fear of the Squire sending 
his horses to Newmarket when he had you 
here, Ned/' said Eric. " We had better walk up 
to the Hall and see him. I said I would come 
over and fetch you. Where's Ruth ? " asked 
Eric. 

** Gone to Newark,'' said Ned, and Eric saw a 
slight shadow of disappointment flit across his 
face. *' Hector Norton rode in this morning, and 
said he was going to Newark to Nicholson's to 
see about some machinery. He asked if I would 
let Ruth go with him ; and, as she seemed eager 
for a ride, I gave my consent. All the same, 
I'm not very partial to that young man, Mr. 
Eric." 

''He's not a bad sort," said Eric. "He's a 
little too fast for me, but I get on very well with 
him. I don't think he means any harm, but he 
has had too much of his own way. Does Ruth 
like him?" 

'' I think she likes him better than any of her 
acquaintances," said Ned. " Of course, I am not 
including yourself. You are almost like a brother 
to her." 

" I'm very fond of Ruth," said Eric. " She is 
the jolliest girl I know." I don't wonder at 
Hector Norton admiring her ; it shows his good 
taste." 
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The Norton s were wealthy people, residing at 
Beechwood, a couple of miles from Arden. 
Norton and Son was well known as one of the 
first lace firms in Nottingham. Hector Norton 
was an only son, but had four sisters, and as a 
natural consequence had been allowed to have his 
own way in most things. 

"He admires Ruth," said Ned; "he has told 
me as much. But his father would not allow him 
to marry my girl. He's a purse-proud man, and 
has a mighty idea of his importance since he 
bought Beechwood and became a county magis- 
trate." 

" Ruth is a match for any man," said Eric. " If 
it comes to a question of ' blood,' Ned, I'd back 
your family against Norton's." 

Ned Caunton laughed. "We are a very old 
family in the county, Mr. Eric, but I am afraid age 
has not increased our value as regards money 
matters." 

"You are better off than I am," said Eric. 
"The Squire says he's hard up," said Eric, 
laughing. 

" Ned Caunton looked at him seriously. 

"Did the Squire say that?" he asked. 

"Not exactly in those words," said Eric. "He 
said he had lost money, and that it was his last 
chance to recover it with these colts. I don't 
think he's on the verge of ruin. You need not 
look so serious, Ned," 

"It has cost the Squire a heap of money to run 
Arden {iall as he has done all these years," said 
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Ned. "It costs him more than it does Mr. Norton, 
at Beechwood. He may be short of money. I 
never thought of that." 

"If he is, we must replenish his exchequer," 
said Eric. 

" We will have a good try to do so," said 
Ned. 

When they reached the Hall the Squire was 
waiting to receive them. 

"Sit down, Ned," said Squire Arden. "I suppose 
Eric has told you it is my intention to have the 
colts trained?" 

"Yes Squire," said Ned Caunton. "I am very 
glad you have decided to train them at Arden. 
The track is in first-rate order." 

" Is it ? " said the Squire. " That's your doings, 
I suppose ? " 

"It is, replied Ned. " I thought you might 
change your mind some day, and want to see the 
old colours up again," and he glanced at the mag- 
pie jacket. 

" Did not I tell you," said the Squire, it was 
not worth while keeping the track in order as I 
should not require it again." 

"You did. Squire," said Ned. 

" And you have deliberately disobeyed my orders. 
After all these years you ought to understand I 
mean what I say," said the Squire. 

" I thought—" began Ned. 

"You should not have thought," said the 
Squire. I am here to do the thinking. What 
are you smiling at ? " he added, turning to 
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Eric. "Do you imagine I am not capable of 
thinking?" 

" Certainly not, uncle/' said Eric. You will I 
am sure think Ned Caunton has done quite right 
in keeping the gallop in order." 

*' Perhaps I may, but he had no business to dis- 
obey my orders. What do you think of the colts, 
Ned ? " asked the Squire. 

** Both good ones, much above the average. 
Cannon Ball I fancy is the better of the two. He's 
more dash about him than Primrose. They ought 
to be stayers, being by Pctronel and Barcaldine, 
and out of such good mares as Worsted and 
Lady Mentmore." 

*'The two best mares I have," said the squire," 
"Yes, it would be strange if Cannon Ball did not 
turn out a stayer. Petronel from Worsted sounds 
good enough for a Leger. Eric thinks of buying a 
useful horse to lead them in their work." 

*' It will be a good plan,'' said Ned. " I think we 
can easily pick up a fair horse for the purpose. It 
will be as well to put the colts into work at 
once." 

"The sooner the better." said the Squire. "I 
have not seen Ruth for the last day or two. How is 
she?" 

'* Very well, thank you. Squire," said Ned. 

"She has ridden to Newark this morning with 
Hector Norton," said Eric. " That would be a good 
match, uncle." 

" For Norton, said the Squire. It would 
be a better match than he deserves. Ruth's 

D 
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too good for a son of old Peg Norton. What 
an ass that man does make himself. I will 
never sit on the bench when he is present. I 
wonder who will be made a magistrate next ? Does 
Ruth like young Norton ? " 

" I think she does/' said Ned. " I can't say I do. 
Mr. Eric says he's not a bad sort of fellow." 

"He's a much nicer young man than he might 
have expected to be, considering who his father is," 
said the Squire. "Fancy old Peg buying Beech- 
wood. I should not be at all surprised if he had 
the impudence to make a bid for Arden Hall 
next." 

*^What should you say if he did, uncle," asked 
Eric. 

" Swiy, my boy. Nothing. I should act. I should 
forcibly eject Peg Norton from the premises," said 
the Squire. 

"And figure in the court under the heading 
of ' Serious assault by a magistrate,' " laughed 
Eric. "Why do you call him Peg Norton, 
uncle?'' 

" Because it is the name he is best known by in 
the county. He commenced life by hawking pegs 
in a donkey-cart," said the Squire. 

** Seems to have got on well," said Eric. 

" He has. He must be a very rich man " said the 
Squire. "That, however, does not do away with the 
fact that he hawked pegs. I think Ruth is quali- 
fied to adorn the home of a better man than the son 
of a peg-hawkef." 

" I rather like Hector Norton," said Eric. 
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'' The lad's all right, but I cannot stand old Peg," 
said the Squire. 

** Then it is settled the colts shall be taken in 
hand at once, Squire," asked Ned. 

'* Certainly, and I hope you will be as successful 
with them as you were with my horses in days gone 
by," said the Squire. 

'*I will do my best," said Ned, "and I have 
some good material to work upon. We shall 
see the magpie jacket in front again before 
long." 

*' I hope so," said the Squire. ** I am not as 
well oflF as I was twenty years ago, Ned. A good 
stake or two of ten thousand pounds would come 
in handy." 

" If we have luck I should not wonder if 
Cannon Ball wins the next Eclipse, uncle," said 
Eric. 

"Td sooner see him win the Leger," said the 
Squire. 

** We'll try and win both with him," said 
Ned. 

"The Two Thousand we can miss," said Eric. 
" But one of them may be ready for the 
Derby." 

"We shall see how they go on," said Ned. 
" They have not done much work yet. They are 
big colts and will take time. I almost think it 
would be better to keep them for the end of 
next season. I don't believe in hurrying horses 
along. You've always had bad luck in the Derby, 
Squire." 

D 2 
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" So I have, Ned/' said the Squire. *' I won it 
once, and did not get the race. I want to win 
the Leger. That's the race I have set my heart 
upon." 

" You shall win it if the colts are good enough," 
said Ned. "I have not forgotten how to train a 
Leger winner yet." 

** Do your best, Ned. I shall be satisfied," said 
the Squire. 

When Ned reached Ivy Lodge, he found Ruth 
had returned. 

*^You have not been long, Ruth," said her 
father. 

" No. We had a quick ride, and Mr. Nor- 
ton was not detained long in Newark," she 
replied. 

'^ Do you like Hector Norton very much ? " asked 
her father. 

** Yes," said Ruth, frankly. " He is a very 
amusing companion." 

"Do you think he would make a good husband, 
Ruth?" said Ned. 

" I never thought of him in that capacity, father,'' 
said Ruth, with a hearty laugh. '* I am quite 
content to remain with you at Ivy Lodge until 
you turn me out." 

*'You are a good girl, Ruth," said Ned 
Caunton kissing her; '*but you will settle 
down in a home of your own some day. When 
that time does come I hope you will be 
happy, and that your choice will be a good 
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"I shall never marry unless you approve of my 
choice, father/' said Ruth. " Don't you care for 
Hector Norton?'' 

**Not much/' said Ned. "He a bit too fast to 
make a good husband." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

NORTON AND SON 

It was true, as the Squire had stated, that Hector 
Norton's father had commenced life as a hawker 
of pegs in the county in which he was now a 
magistrate and a land owner. 

Robert Norton had a great idea of his own im- 
portance. He was a purse-proud man. He was 
ashamed of his humble origin, and the very sight 
of a clothes-peg made him shudder. 

He was a narrow-minded man, and his one object 
in life had been, and still was, making money. 

When Robert Norton purchased Beechwood he 
felt he had made a step in advance, and when his 
name appeared on the roll of county magistrates 
he knew it was a rise in the social scale. He was 
not, however, regarded with much favour by the old 
county families, although Hector Norton and his 
sisters were popular. 

Robert Norton was a successful man, and in his 
early days had scraped and saved every penny he 
could get. His wife was a motherly old soul, un- 
educated, and had the appearance of a comfortable 
cook, which, in fact, she had been. 
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Mrs. Norton was not at all ashamed of her 
humble origin ; in fact, she occasionally boasted 
about it, and related to her amused guests what a 
desperate struggle she and her husband had to 
get on during their early married life. 

Robert Norton, when he had saved enough 
money bought a share in a Nottingham lace 
factory, and it was not very long before he had 
the concern in his own hands. 

Some men appear to have a special aptitude for 
making money, and Robert Norton was one of these 
men. He was a daring speculator, and often suc- 
ceeded where other men would have failed through 
sheer lack of pluck. As soon as Hector Norton 
came of age he was admitted a partner into the 
business, and the firm changed to Norton and 
Son. 

Hector Norton was Robert Norton's weak point. 
The father could never be brought to see that 
his son did wrong. He liked to hear his son 
talked about, and hold his own with the county 
people. 

Hector Norton was rather inclined to go the 
pace, and several pretty factory girls had been 
the object of his attentions from time to time 
when he first went into partnership with his 
father. 

As he grew older he saw it was not to his 
interests to carry on these flirtations, and 
consequently he dropped the acquaintance o< 
his former objects of admiration, much to their 
disgust 
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One girl, however, declined to be dropped in this 
offhand manner, and Hector Norton felt he should 
have some trouble with her. 

Amy Jackson was employed as a typewriter at 
Norton and Son's. She was a quiet, respectable 
girl, and good-looking. She had been flattered at 
first by Hector Norton's attentions. He had 
favoured her more than any other girl in the 
establishment, and she weaved a romance of her 
own out of his attachment to her. 

When a woman yields herself to a man, she 
loses her influence over him. 

Amy Jackson thought otherwise. She made the 
fatal mistake of trying to bind Hector Norton to 
herself by listening favourably to his proposals, 
which were not of a nature calculated to ensure 
her welfare. 

Like many another unfortunate woman, Amy 
Jackson had discovered, when too late, that Hector 
Norton was not a man to be faithful to his promises. 

He was kind and liberal to her, but he de- 
clined to make her an honest woman. Amy Jack- 
son was not the woman to calmly sit down and 
keep her grief and wrongs to herself. 

She would not be discarded in an offhand 
manner, and Hector Norton discovered that his 
intercourse with Amy Jackson was not a thing to 
be lightly cast aside. 

Amy Jackson ha^ right on her side. She did 
not believe the woman should. bear all the suffer- 
ing and disgrace while the author of her sham^ 
was allowed to go free. 
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Much to Hector Norton's dismay he found Amy 
Jcickson did not w?nt money, she demanded he 
should redeem his promise and make her his 
wife. 

He had argued with her, but to no purpose. 
Amy Jackson would not be contented unless he 
made her Mrs. Hector Norton. This he deter- 
mined he would not do. 

**Then you shall marry no one else/' said Amy 
Jackson. 

*'I shall do exactly as I like," said Hector 
Norton. **I have done all I can for you, Amy, 
and you must be reasonable." 

"I am reasonable, Hector," she said. "I want 
you to make me an honest woman. Through you 
I lost my self-respect, it is through you I must en- 
deavour to regain it. I will make you a good wife. 
Hector. I shall not disgrace you." 

" My father would not hear of it," he replied. 
** He would dissolve the partnership, and cut me off 
without a copper. What could we do then?" 

**Work," said Amy Jackson. **Your father had 
to work in his younger days. My family is quite 
as good as your own." 

**That is a matter of opinion," said Hector, "and 
I do not care to argue the matter with you. Once 
for all, Amy, I tell you I am willing to make you 
an allowance, but I shall not marry you." 

''We shall see," replied Amy Jackson. "If I 
hear you are going to be married, I shall certainly 
let your intended wife know tjie sort of man she is 
about to entrust her happiness to." 
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Hector Norton was not the man to let such a 
threat trouble him long. He dismissed Amy Jackson 
from his mind, and commenced to pay his attentions 
to the young ladies who were invited to Beechwood, 
and more especially to Ruth Caunton. 

It was his father's ambition to see Hector Norton 
married into a good family. 

** We've got the money, Hector, what we want 
is blood, and blood I mean you to have, my boy, if 
money can buy it. You must mind what you are 
about. These old county families are a stuck-up 
lot, but with the money at your back, my boy, you 
can fight their prejudices down," said Robert 
Norton. ' 

*' That's more easily said than done,*' replied his 
son. ** Money makes no difference to some people. 
Take old Arden for instance." 

**Hang old Arden," growled Norton. "He's a 
stiff-necked old idiot. I should like ,to get him out 
of Arden Hall. I'd give a trifle to buy the place 
over his head, and have him turned out neck and 
crop. He's always insulting me ; I wonder you 
ever go near the place. If you had any respect for 
me you'd keep away, there's no attraction there* 
You don't lower yourself by hanging about that 
Caunton girl, I hope, like a lot of the young fools 
do," asked his father, as he suddenly thought of 
Ruth. 

''I can't think what makes you so prejudiced 
against the Squire," said Hector. **He's always 
civil enough to me, and Fairfield is. a jolly goocj 
fellow." 
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" I tell you old Arden's a meddling old fool," said 
Robert Norton. " He makes me a laughing stock. 
He declines to sit on the bench with me, D 
him ! He calls me Peg Norton. Isn't that 
enough ? " 

" People tell you all this to annoy you, governor," 
said Hector. " Squire Arden is much too polite to 
overstep the bounds of good taste." 

•' Is he ? " said Robert Norton. " The old beggar's 
nearly ruined. He's lost a heap of money lately, 
speculating in West Australian mines. More fool 
he. If he's not very careful I'll have Arden Hall 
before long. I hear he's gone in for racing again. 
He's bound to loose a lot more money at that 
game." 

"He has put a couple of horses in training," 
said Hector. **That won't do him much harm, 
and old Ned Caunton knows how to train a 
horse." 

*' Does he ? " growled Robert Norton. " Pray who 
told you that ? I hope you are not ass enough to go 
backing horses." 

" Sometimes I have a flutter," said Hector. 

" Then I beg you will not have any more flutters, 
as you call it. I'll not have my hard-earned money 
fooled away on that rascally horse-racing," said his 
father. 

Hector Norton thought it better to drop the 
subject. 

" By the way, that Amy Jackson has been 
annoying me again," said Robert Norton. "She 
pesters me to take her on again as typewriter. 
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I can't have people about here who are ill for 
four months at a stretch. It's my belief that 
young lady is not quite as demure as she looks. 
I fancy she's a deep one." 

"She is a remarkably quick girl in the office," 
said Hector. " I should take her on again if I 
were you." 

Robert Norton looked hard at his son. 

"What do you want me to take her on again 
for? You don't often trouble yourself about the 
girls. Have you any particular liking for Amy 
Jackson ? " 

**None at all, governor," said Hectof. "All I 
know is she did her work much better than 
anyone else we have had." 

• " She's a hard worker," said his father. I'll 
make her an offer. She'll come back for less 
than she earned before. Every shilling tells in 
these times, my boy." 

Hector Norton looked glum, but thought it 
better to make no remark. He detested the 
mean side of his father's nature. 

" I've sacked old Ferguson," said his father. 

" What for ? " asked Hector. 

" He's done for. Worn out. He's no good 
here now," said Robert Norton. 

" He has been here many years," s^ Hector. 

"And been paid for all he has done," said 
Robert Norton. "He ought to have saved enough 
to live upon." 

" Out of thirty shillings a week ? '' said 
Hector. 
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'* Twenty-seven-and-six, my boy. Be accurate," 
said his father. "I lowered him half-a-crown a 
couple of years ago." 

"Then I call it a beastly shame," said Hector." 

"Not at all," said his father. " Two-and-six a 
week is six pounds ten a year. I reckon that is 
a considerable item." 

''To Ferguson, yes, but not to you," said 
Hector. 

"Tve seen the time when six ten would 
have been a fortune to me," said his father. 
"Ferguson is done. I can't keep machinery that 
is useless." 

"Shall you do anything for him?" asked 
Hector. 

" I have done for him, as you call it, for several 
years," said his father. 

"How will he live?" asked Hector. 

"That's not my business," said his father. 

"Then it ought to be," said Hector. "You 
ought to pension him off." 

Robert Norton laughed at the idea. 

" If we pension off all the hands," he said, 
"we shall have to sell Beechwood pretty quick." 

Hector Norton saw it was no use arguing 
with his father, but he determined to see that 
old Ferguson did not want in his declining 
days. 

Hector Norton was popular in the factory. He 
was of a much more generous disposition than 
his father. "Old Peg" was not a favourite in 
the house of Norton and Son. 
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Amy Jackson was re-engaged by Robert 
Norton, and Hector coming into the office one 
morning was glad to find her installed in her old 
place. 

"Pm glad my father has taken you back/' he 
said. 

*' So am I, Hector," she replied. '' He said you 
had persuaded him to do so, but you can do more for 
me than that if you will." 

" I thought you had given up that romantic idea," 
said Hector. '* Be a sensible girl, Amy. We can be 
good friends, nothing more." 

*^ I came back here to be near you, Hector," she 
said. ''Your father has lowered my wages." 

Hector Norton muttered something about his 
meanness. 

*' I will try and get them raised to the old 
standard," he said. 

'*It is not my wages I want raising, Hector," she 
said, " I want to raise myself — my esteem." 

He made an impatient gesture, and walked out 
of the room. 

Amy Jackson went on with her work, but her 
thoughts were elsewhere. Her fingers moved 
mechanically over the keys. 

" I wonder if Hector will ever do the right thing 
by me," she thought. *' He must. It is not for 
myself alone, but for the child. I could not bear 
him to grow up and learn his mother's disgrace. 
No, I would sooner kill him, I will be patient. All 
will come right in the end. He will not marry ; he 
dare not." 



Digitized 



by Google 



NORTON AND SON, A7 

"Confound her," muttered Hector, to himself, 
"I thought she would be grateful to me for getting 
her back into the office. I can't marry her. That's 
impossible. There's Ruth. I wonder what she 
would say if she heard the truth from Amy ? There's 
not much fear of their meeting, that's one consola- 
tion. I think Ruth likes me. She is a splendid 
girl. 

"Expect the governor would object, but he'll have 
to give way in the end if she will have me. Old 
Ned I can see does not care much for me. I must 
keep in Eric's good books. He'll help me with Ruth. 
Its very evident he does not love her. What an 
awful fool I was to go so far with Amy. Hang it all, 
it was as much her fault as mine. She ought not 
to have encouraged me. 

"I must try my luck with Ruth. I do not think 
she would give a man up in a hurry if once she 
loved him. The governor says the old Squire is hard 
up. Wonder if it is correct. Hang it all, I like the 
old man. There's no humbug about him, at all 
events; he always says what he means. The 
governor is very bitter against him. 

" I must have a plunge on the Squire's colts if 
they are good enough. Eric will tell me what 
chance they have. I shall have to keep the governor 
in the dark as to the extent of my betting trans- 
actions. I don't think he'd relish it if he knew the 
amount I have had to pay out lately. No luck at 
all. It must change soon ; if it does not, I shall 
be in a hole, and then he'll have to help me out 
whether he likes it or not." 
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Hector Norton had been betting heavily during 
the past twelve months, and at the present time 
he owed more money than he could conveniently 
pay. Taking one consideration with another, Ned 
Caunton was not far out when he said he thought 
Hector Norton was a bit too fast to make a good 
husband. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A PROMISING COLT. 

Ned Caunton did not let the grass grow und r 
his feet when he received the Squire's instructions 
to put the two colts in training. 

Cannon Ball and Primrose had been handled for 
some months, and were thoroughly tractable. 

Eric, acting on Caunton's advice, bought a five- 
year-old, called Honeydrop, to act as schoolmaster, 
and right well the horse did his work. 

Winter was now coming on, and there was every 
sign it would be severe. 

'* WeVe in for it, Mr. Eric," said Ned Caunton 
one morning as they stood watching the young 
ones* at exercise. "I feel certain we are going to 
have a hard winter. That will throw us back con- 
siderably, but Tm not sorry. I would much prefer 
to keep both colts for their later engagements." 

** You may be wrong, Ned, but it certainly looks 
like being severe weather. We must do the best 
we can. Cannon Ball has come on wonderfully. 
He's a promising colt, Ned. Look at him now, I 
never saw a more perfect mover," said Eric. 

Cannon Ball came bounding ateng with Honey- 
drop, and the colt seemed to revel in the gallop. 
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*'He's a beautiful mover," said Ned. "And 
what's a lot in his favour he can stay. That's 
where he will have such a pull in the Leger. We 
have not many first-class stayers nowadays. It's 
a pity racehorses should be sacrificed for these big 
sprint races." 

" I quite agree with you, Ned," said Eric. " I 
am afraid the thoroughbred is developing into a 
mere gambling machine." 

Cannon Ball was a very promising colt, and as 
he pulled up he seemed fresh and full of life after 
his pipe opener. The colt had grown and filled 
out, and Ned Caunton's training evidently suited 
him. 

As they stood admiring him Squire Arden 
joined them, and it was with evident pleasure 
he looked at Cannon Ball, and noticed the vast im- 
provement a few weeks of Ned Caunton's treat- 
ment had effected in him. 

Squire Arden was a good judge of horses, and 
he saw at once that in Cannon Ball he had a 
colt of more than ordinary merit. 

"What do you think of him, uncle?" said Eric. 

'*A remarkably good colt," said the Squire. "I 
must compliment you, Ned, on the improvement 
you have made in him." 

** He's come on wonderfully fast," said Ned. 
*' He's a lovely temper, and has given me no trouble." 

"What a pity Ned kept that gallop in order, 
uncle," said Eric. 

"You young rascal," laughed the Squire. "When 
shall I hear the last of that, I wonder." 
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"We might win a race or two with Honey- 
drop/' said Eric; "he looks like making a jumper. 
I should like to try him over a country some day.'* 

''Take him out with the hounds; it will not do 
him any harm/' said Squire Arden. 

" I will, with your permission, uncle. He'll be 
a splendid mount. I don't think there will be 
many to beat me at the finish on him," said Eric. 

"He's a bit of a puller," said Ned. "I don't 
think he would be a very safe mount. He's 
excitable, too, and in a big field of horses he 
would be more so than usual." 

"Eric's a good rider," said the Squire. "He's 
only a young fellow. We old men are apt to 
get cautious. Never fear, Eric will be able to 
master Honeydrop, or any other horse he has a 
mount on." 

"I know he is a first-rate rider," said Ned, "but 
he's venturesome, and on a horse like that he 
might be tempted to go too far for his safety." 

"I'll be careful with him," said Eric. "At any 
rate, I will try what he's made of the first time 
the hounds meet at Arden." 

The colts having finished their work were being 
quietly walked back to the stables, and Ned 
Caunton followed them. 

"If we have a severe winter Ned thinks the 
colts will not be ready very early," said Eric. 

"You may rest assured it will be severe," 
said the Squire. " I have not lived here for over 
half a century without being able to tell the signs 
in this neighbourhood. By the way, Eric, the 

E 2 



Digitized 



by Google 



53 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

poachers have been active lately, and the pheasants 
have been going to market rapidly. Stubbins has 
engaged an extra man. I think his name is Jackson, 
and he comes from Nottingham. He's a man 
Stubbins has known for some years, I believe. 
He wanted an extra keeper, so I told him to look 
out for one." 

**We must put this poaching down," said Eric; 
"its becoming serious. When Bob was a taker of 
game instead of a keeper, he had some influence 
with these fellows and kept them off your land. 
Now I fancy they delight in poaching at Arden 
for the simple reason that Bob is head keeper. 
They look upon him as a deserter to the 
enemy." 

** There is probably some truth in that," said the 
Squire. " It was a good day's work when Stubbins 
was taken on as a keeper." 

" It was good for himself and also for you, uncle. 
That man is as honest as the day now. It only 
shows what a man will do when he gets a fair chance 
given him," said Eric. " I have not met this new 
man, Jackson, yet." 

" He's only been here a day or two," said the 
Squire. '• I know nothing of him myself, but 
Stubbins vouches for him, and says he could not 
have secured a better man." 

'* Then he is all right, you may depend upon it, 
uncle," said Eric. ''Trust Bob not to engage a man 
he knows nothing about." 

Hiram Jackson was the father of Amy Jackson, 
employed at Norton and Son's, and it was a strange 
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chance that brought him to Arden Hall and the 
vicinity of Beechwood. 

He was a respectable man, and had been a miner 
and earned good wages. When a strike took place 
he was thrown out of work, through no fault of his 
own, as he had been dead against the men going 
out. The majority, however, in the union ruled, and 
Hiram Jackson had to go out on strike whether he 
liked it or not. 

The colliery proprieters had managed to keep the 
mine going, and when the strike ended they declined 
to turn out the men who had helped them in theii 
difficulty, and refused to put the old hands on 
again. 

Hiram Jackson had been out of work some 
months when he accidently met Bob Stubbjns in 
Nottingham. 

" Down on your luck, Hiram," said Bob. 

" Yes,*' said Hiram. " I've had no work for 
months. Can you find me anything to do ? " 

" We want an extra keeper at Arden," said Bob. 
" YouVe the very man, Hiram. You*re not used to 
the work, but V\\ soon put you up to all the wrinkles. 
There's one thing, if it comes to a rough and tumble 
with a poacher he'd have to go under, I reckon. 
You know a bit about game, Hiram," said Bob, with 
a twinkle in his eyes. 

" All I know you taught me," said Hiram. We've 
been out together in the old days, Bob." 

" So we have," said Bob Stubbins. " We've 
caught game in our tin^e together, now we'll catch 
poachers." 
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And so it was arranged that Hiram Jackson 
should go to Arden. 

Amy Jackson had been afraid to tell her father 
the name of the man who had got her into 
trouble. 

Hiram Jackson felt his daughter's disgrace keenly. 
He was a passionate man, and it would have gone 
hard with Hector Norton had Hiram obtained an 
inkling that he was the man who had wronged his 
daughter. 

** He had threatened to turn Amy out of doors 
if she did not tell him the name of her betrayer; 
but she had remained firm, and Hiram Jackson 
loved his erring child too well to drive her away 
from home. 

"It runs in the blood," said Hiram to himself. 
"Her mother left her on my hands when she was 
a chit, and went off with my mate. Curse him ! 
Curse 'em both ! But Til not let Amy go down 
any further if I can help it. \\\ find out the name 
of the scoundrel who has betrayed her, and, by the 
Lord ! if he doesn't marry her, it'll be the worse 
for him." 

Amy Jackson did not waver in her determina- 
tion to conceal the name of the father of her child. 

She still hoped Hector Norton would marry her, 
and she felt her father would not mend matters by 
creating a disturbance with Hector, as she knew 
he would do, if she told him all. She loved 
Hector Norton dearly, although he had wronged 
ner, and she feared what her father might dp in 
his anger. 
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After Hiram Jackson had met Bob Stubbins, he 
went home ; and when Amy returned from her 
work, he said : " I've got work at last. Tm sorry 
it is so far away; I shall have to leave home. 
Can you manage without me ? " 

" Tm sorry you are going away, father," said 
Amy. "Is it on my account you are going?" 

**No," he said. "Can you manage? There's 
the child." 

Amy said she could get on very well. She 
would go into lodgings until her father returned. 

"What little furniture we have, father, I can 
have stored. It will not cost much." 

" Yes ; that will be best," said Hiram. 

"Where are you going to?" asked Amy. 

"I met Bob Stubbins, and he's engaged me an 
extra keeper at Squire Arden's at Arden Hall," 
said Hiram. 

Amy's heart gave a great leap, and she almost 
jumped from her seat. 

"What's the matter?" said Hiram. 

"I thought I heard baby," she said. 

" Nonsense ! " growled Hiram. He could not 
bear the thought of the child. 

"Arden Hall is near Beechwood, is it not, 
father?" she asked. 

"Yes. Nortons live at Beechwood, don't they?" 
he asked. 

" Yes," said Amy. " How strange you should 
be going there ? " 

" Yes, it is a bit curious," he said. " I'm to go 
to-morrow." 
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, Amy Jackson had very little rest that night. 
She wondered what strange fatality had brought 
about her father's departure to Arden Hall. She 
had an undefinable dread that something terrible 
would come of it; what, she did not know, but 
her father's presence near Beechwood and Hector 
Norton she felt would have serious consequences. 

Would it be better to tell him all before he 
went ? No, she could not do that. 

Then she thought it would not be likely her 
father would see much of Hector Norton, and even 
if he did he would not be likely to learn he was 
the father of her child. 

She was foolish to frighten herself in this way. 

And yet she would rather her father had remained 
out of work than go to Arden Hall. 

She determined to put Hector on his guard, so 
that if he happened to meet her father he would 
be careful. It would be far better if they never 
met; but that could hardly be avoided if Hector 
went to shoot at the Hall, as he had often told her 
he did. 

She put on a cheerful face when her father bid 
her good-bye. 

" You'd better tell me the name of that man 
before I go," said Hiram. "I might come across 
him some day." 

Amy's face paled as she said : " Don't ask me, 
father. He will marry me, I am sure, when the 
right time comes. 

"The right time is past, Amy," he said, sadly. 
"Cheer up, my lass. Never fear, but I'll find him 
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some day, and then he'll have me to reckon with, 
not you. He'll find that rather a different 
matter." 

So Hiram Jackson went to Arden Hall. 

He little thought it was a step fraught with the 
most serious consequences. 

Amy Jackson told Hector Norton the first op- 
portunity she had that her father had gone to Arden 
Hall. She also told him of her fears. 

Hector Norton laughed at her and said there 
was no danger she need be afraid of. He would 
take good care to give her father a wide berth. All 
the same he could not help feeling it was a curious 
coincidence, to say the least of it, that Hiram 
Jackson should have gone to Arden Hall. 

" He might see me with Ruth," thought Hector, 
"and he might mention that interesting bit of 
information to Amy. Then there would be 
ructions. It would be far better for Hiram 
Jackson to be down a coal mine again than prowling 
about Arden Hall." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE MEET AT THE HALL. 

The hunting season had commenced in earnest 
and Squire Arden seldom missed a meet. He was 
an ardent lover of hunting, and a bold rider, even 
at his age. 

Few men in the hunting field were better 
mounted than the Squire, and no man rode 
straighter to hounds. Eric Fairfield was popular 
with the members of the Rufford and South Notts., 
and he was always well mounted. 

He was a capital pilot for some fair horse- 
woman over the country, and he took good care 
not to lead them into danger. 

So far Eric had escaped heart whole from these 
belles of the hunt, although he was partial to the 
company of one or two. 

It was a splendid morning when the Rufford 
hounds met for the first time in the season on the 
lawn at Arden Hall. 

A fixture at Arden Hall was always well attended, 
as it generally meant a quick find and a good run, 
and the country was not too stiff, just dangerous 
enough, to lend additional .excitement to the sport. 
The s'ght from the Hall terrace was charming. 
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On the spacious lawn were the hounds, eager to 
commence operations. 

The huntsman had very little trouble in keeping 
them in order. Will Goodman had been huntsman 
to the RuflFord for many years. He knew his 
hounds and they knew him, and at a word they 
obeyed him. 

They were grouped about Will Goodman as he 
sat on his powerful bay hunter. Some were laying 
down, others looking round and inspecting things 
generally. 

About a hundred persons on horseback were 
present, the bulk of them well mounted. 

The scarlet coats and the various riding cos- 
tumes of a more sombre hue made an attractive 
picture. 

A hunting breakfast at Arden Hall was always 
enjoyable. Squire Arden did things in an excellent 
way. He gave a hunting spread in the olden style 
and everyone was welcome. 

Carriages were grouped on the drive, and scores 
of lookers-on had assembled from the surrounding 
district. 

It could easily be seen Squire Arden was a 
popular man. Wherever he went he was greeted 
in a hearty manner, and he had a word for every- 
one. 

Hector Norton and his sisters, Nora and Ethel, 
were present, and Mrs. Norton had been driven by 
one of her daughters to the meet. 

Ruth Caunton, surrounded by several gentlemen, 
was one of the best-looking girls present. She was 
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mounted on a fine roan mare, an especial favourite 
with her, and also a pet of the Squire's. 

Eric had mounted Honeydrop, determined to see 
how the horse would face a country, and if he 
would fence as well in a run as he did in private. 

Honeydrop was restless and seemed excited by 
the surroundings, and Eric thought it advisable to 
keep him on the outskirt of the crowd. Conse- 
quently he was separated from the bulk of the 
people. 

Hector Norton rode up with his sister Nora, and 
Eric showed his pleasure at meeting them. 

He nodded to Hector, and bowed to Nora 
Norton. 

"What a fine horse, Mr. Fairfield," said Nora 
Norton. *^ I do not remember having seen you 
on him before. 

"This is the first time he has been tried in the 
hunting field,'* said Eric. **His name is Honeydrop, 
and he acts as schoolmaster to my uncle's colts, 
Cannon Ball and Primrose." 

•*He must be fast then," said Hector. "He 
looks like galloping, but is not a very safe mount, 
I should imagine. 

" He's a safe jumper at exercise," said Eric, 
"and although he is a bit fractious, I think a 
smart run will do him a lot of good. I have an 
idea I shall be in at the death to-day,'' laughed Eric. 

"That will not be the first time," said Hector 
Norton. "Not many members of the RuflFord can 
say they have been in at the death as often as you 
have." 
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" If you mean to be there to-day," said Nora 
Norton, " I shall follow your lead, that is, if I 
can." 

**Do not follow me to-day, Miss Norton," said 
Eric, earnestly. " I am always too pleased to act 
as your pilot, but I think Honeydrop might get 
you into a tight fix." 

'* And what about yourself,'' asked Nora. " I 
hope he will prove a safe mount," she added, 
showing a pretty anxiety on Eric's account. 

" I have no fear of that," said Eric ; " but being 
his first run he will want managing.'' 

Squire Arden rode up and greeted the Nortons 
with a cheery "good morning." 

"What do you think of Eric's mount, Miss 
Norton ? " asked the Squire. 

" He is a beautiful horse," replied Nora ; " but I 
am afraid not a very safe mount." 

" You must be careful, Eric," said the Squire. 
"I must go and see Sir William, I have not met 
him this morning. 

Sir William Singleton was master of the Rufford 
hounds, and a popular baronet. Although over 
forty he was a bachelor, and many a fair follower 
of the hunt would have been glad of the chance to 
become Lady Singleton. 

"How well Ruth Caunton looks on horseback," 
said Nora. 

"Yes, she does," replied Eric. ^'She is one of 
the belles of the hunt. Do you not think so ? " 

" I certainly do," said Nora, who was a thoroughly 
unaffected girl, and had not a spark of jealousy 
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in her. She was Robert Norton's youngest 
daughter, and her mother's favourite. 

Hector Norton had ridden forward, and was now 
talking to Ruth. 

*' They are a good-looking pair," said Eric. 

Nora Norton gave a quick glance at Eric. Her 
face brightened visibly as she saw the look on 
Eric's handsome face. 

*' He is evidently not in love with Ruth," thought 
Nora. 

'' Do you think Ruth cares much for my brother," 
asked Nora. 

*' She always seems pleased to be in his company," 
said Eric. 

*'I am very fond of Ruth," said Nora; **she 
is such a genuine girl." 

"I am glad you like her, Miss Norton/' said 
Eric; "she has been almost a sister to me. We 
have grown up together. I am very fond of Ruth." 

There could be no mistaking his tone. He 
evidently regarded Ruth Caunton as a dear friend, 
nothing more. 

" Hector is very fond of Ruth," said Nora. 

'*So it seems," said Eric, laughing. *'They 
look perfectly happy in each other's society." 

" I wish Squire Arden and my father were 
better friends," said Nora ; " I am so fond of the 
Squire." 

Eric was never tired of hearing his uncle's praises 
sounded. 

*' I think it is your father's fault they are not 
better friends," said Eric; "he has never given 
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the Squire a chance to become better acquainted 
with him/' 

Eric looked at Nora Norton, and it suddenly 
struck him she was a very charming girl. He 
thought he had never seen her look so well. 

Nora knew she was at her best that morning, 
and she was pleased to see Eric's evident glance 
of admiration. 

Nora Norton liked Eric Fairfield better than 
any of her male acquaintances. They had so far 
been very good friends, and she meant if possible 
their present cordial relations should continue. 

Ethel Norton, her eldest sister, had, however, 
made up her mind Eric Fairfield ought to pay his 
attentions to herself. She saw Nora talking to 
Eric, and became restless. 

'* There's Nora at it again with Mr. Fairfield," 
she said, to her mother. 

" So I see," said Mrs. Norton. " I think Mr. 
Fairfield is smitten with Nora." 

" Nonsense, mother," said Ethel, " and for good- 
ness sake do not use such a word as 'smitten,' 
mother. Nora is only a child; she has only just 
left school." 

" She is eighteen," said her mother. 

Ethel Norton did not care to be reminded of 
Nora's age. She was the eldest in the family, and 
being five of them, and Nora eighteen,. did not make 
this reflection more pleasant. 

**You really ought to speak to Nora, mother," 
said Ethel. *'She is too forward with Mr. 
Fairfield." 
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" There you are wrong," said her mother. *' Nora 
IS not a bold girl; she's been well brought up. I 
wish I had." 

*' Mother ! " said Ethel, warningly. 

Mrs. Norton was given to talking louder than 
was necessary, and there were several people within 
earshot. 

*' You are too mighty particular, Ethel," continued 
her mother. **When I and Bob were courting, we 
never cared who knew about it." 

** Mother ! be quiet, they will hear you," said Ethel. 

" Tve said nothing Tm ashamed of," said her 
mother. "I won't be domineered over by ydu, 
Ethel." 

Meanwhile Hector Norton and Ruth Caunton had 
been entertaining each other. 

" There's Hector with that girl again, mother/' 
said Ethel. 

*' And a very nice girl she is," said Mrs. Norton. 
"I admire Hector's taste." 

** You had better not let father hear you say so," 
replied Ethel. 

** And pray why not ? " said Mrs. Norton. 

•'Because he expects Hector to make a better 
match than by marrying the daughter of Mr. 
Arden's trainer," said Ethel. 

** Stuff and nonsense," said Mrs. Norton. "Ruth 
Caunton is a "well educated, superior girl. If she'll 
have Hector, he'll be lucky." 

" Mother, you are too ridiculous," said Ethel. 
"How could Hector possibly marry Ruth Caun- 
ton." 
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'*Your father married me," said Mrs. Norton. 
" Ruth is quite as good a match for Hector as I was 
for Bob." 

'* Do be more circumspect, mother," said Ethel. 
"Times have changed; our circumstances have 
changed ; it is quite a different thing now. Father 
is Mr. Norton, of Beechwood, which makes all the 
difference." 

"Too much difference," sighed Mrs. Norton. "I 
was far happier in a cottage, and so was Bob if he*d 
only have the pluck to own up to it. I wish Td 
never seen Beechwood." 

" How can you say such things, mother ? You 
should think of your family," said Ethel. 

"That's what I am thinking of," said Mrs. Norton. 
" You would all have more chance of being happy if 
we had never come to Beechwood." 

Ethel Norton knew it was very little use arguing 
with her mother when she was in this frame of mind. 

" Good morning, Miss Norton," said Sir William 
Singleton. "I hope we shall give you a good r\in 
to-day, you have a capital mount." 

Ethel Norton made an appropriate reply, and Sir 
William moved on. 

" Fine woman that," thought Sir William, and then 
a smile hovered over his face as he thought of Robert 
Norton, and he easily understood Squire Arden's 
antipathy to the man. 

Robert Norton would have been very much sur- 
prised had he known that his wife was much more 
popular in the neighbourhood of Arden and Newark 
than himself. 

r 
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There was something geDuine about Mrs. Norton 
that made her a favourite. 

She was one of those women who, although un- 
educatedi are never vulgar. "Peg" Norton was 
both. His vulgarity was noticeable in all his actions. 
He boasted of his wealth, and bullied his servants 
and his wife whenever he got a chance. 

A move was made for Arden coppice and the con- 
versational parties were quickly broken up. 

" I shall keep in your track, Mr. Fairfield," said 
Nora. " Please give me a lead, I am sure you will 
not get me into any danger, and I do enjoy a 
good gallop." 

"You had better not have me as your pilot to- 
day," said Eric. " If you do follow me, be sure and 
look well where you are going, and watch how my 
horse behaves. If he turns nasty leave us to 
ourselves." 

" I will be very careful," said Nora. 

Arden Coppice was seldom drawn blank, and it 
was only a few minutes before the music of the 
pack was heard, and a fox scudded away in the 
direction of Willoughby Hill. 

"We're in for a stiff run," thought Eric. "It's a 
grand country the old fellow's heading for. It will 
try your mettle before you get to the end of it, 
Honeydrop." 

Honeydrop was pulling hard to get his head, but Eric • 
kept him well in hand. The horse was excited and 
nervous, and was not by any means a pleasant mount, 

"Keep him in hand, Eric," said the Squire, as 
Honeydrop galloped past him. 
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"Til do my best, uncle," shouted Erie. "He 
won't keep this up long. 

Nora Norton was following hard in Eric's track, 
and she saw his horse was a powerful, excited 
creature, but she knew Eric was a rider it was 
difficult for any horse to get the better of. 

It was a glorious gallop, and the fox headed 
straight as a line for Willoughby Hill. 

"When he reaches Willoughby he'll turn to the 
left," thought Eric. Then he'll make for Hurley 
Gorse. It will be a long run and a strong run. 
You brute, be quiet! Steady boy," said Eric, as 
Honeydrop tried hard to master his rider. 

The horse fenced well, and although he struck the 
first two jumps he was now clearing them in his 
stride. 

Eric cast a quick look behind him, and saw Nora 
Norton following a short distance in the rear. 

There were not half-a-dozen horsemen in the same 
field as himself and Nora Norton. 

"If you keep this pace up much longer you'll be 
done," said Eric, to himself. " I must try and save 
you a bit, or we shall never get to the end of the 
run. By Jove I he jumped that splendidly. Steady, 
boy. I wonder if Nora's mount will keep up at this 
pace. Yes, there she is," as he glanced over his 
shoulder. " Jolly girl, Nora 1 The best of the bunch. 
How well she looked this morning. I never notio-ed 
she was so lovely before. What a contrast to her 
sister Ethel. She is worth half-a-dozen of that 
strong-minded lady. That's a nasty fence. Here 
goes." 

F 2 
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Crash, and Honeydrop went through instead of 
over the hedge, but galloped on at a great pace. 

The efforts he had made were commencing to tell 
on the horse, and Eric felt with satisfaction that the 
strain on his arms was relaxing. 

"The run of the season,*' said Eric to himself, 
"Tm glad I took Honeydrop after all, he's about 
the only one we have who could keep up this pace. 
I wonder where the Squire is. He'll not be far out 
at the finish anyhow." 

Nora Norton was keeping Eric in view, and 
although her horse was going well, she felt he 
was tiring. She was a good rider, and nursed him 
as much as possible. 

She meant to be in at the death with Eric, 
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CHAPTER VII. 

NOT SO BAD AFTER ALL. 

The fox that was leading the* Rufford at such 
a merry pace evidently knew his business, and 
as Will Goodman remarked after the run, he " had 
been at that game before." 

He scudded along and soon left the bulk of the 
field far in the rear. 

When he came to Willoughby Hill, as Eric had 
anticipated, he skirted it to the left and made in 
the direction of Hurley Gorse. 

They were now running across a level country 
and the fences were negotiable to any average 
hunter. 

The hounds followed the scent at a great pace, 
and the fox had to exercise all his cunning in 
order to beat them. 

Honeydrop had now fairly settled down, and 
Eric was enjoying his ride immensely. 

Field after field was galloped across, and at last 
Hurley Gorse loomed in view. 

The fox by some strange chance, however, 
doubled before he reached there. 

He ran about two miles to the right of Hurley 
Gorse, and then turned again in that direction. 
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"Wonder what he's up to/' thought Eric. 

There were only half-a-dozen horsemen up with 
the hounds, and Nora Norton to her intense de- 
b'ght was the only lady present. 

Her horse was done, but she urged him on, and 
he struggled gallantly. 

Hurley Gorse was reached, and the fox managed 
to throw the hounds off the scent. 

This caused a check, and Will Goodman was 
busy trying to lay them on again. 

Nora Norton came up, and Eric said — 

" I congratulate you, Miss Norton, on being the 
only lady to keep up with the hounds. It is the 
fastest run we have had for many a season, and 
I do not think we have finished yet." 

''Thanks to you I have enjoyed it thoroughly," 
said Nora. *' I should not have been here if you 
had not been my pilot." 

"Good riding had more to do with it than I 
had," said Eric. 

Nora smiled, as she said, "So you think I am a 
good rider. As good as Ruth Caunton ? " 

" That is a difficult question to answer," laughed 
Eric; "but to-day at any rate you have proved 
yourself better than anyone." 

"There he goes," said Nora, excitedly, and sure 
enough the old fox was seen creeping along the 
hedge in the next field. 

Will Goodman quickly threw the hounds on to 
the scent, and away they went again at a merry pace. 

"HeMl make for ^.aven Mill," said Will Good- 
man, "sure as fate, and then we shall lose him 
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and have a fifteen mile ride home into the bar. 
gain." 

"We're in for it now," said Eric, "and I shall 
see it out. Follow me, Miss Norton." 

What a run it was. The fox headed for Raven 
Mill as straight as a dart. Nora Norton felt her 
horse was failing and could not last much longer. 
To make matters worse he had hurt one of his 
fore legs and went slightly lame. 

As Will Goodman had predicted, the fox reached 
Raven Mill and there the hounds lost him. 

"What a run," said Eric, as he dismounted to 
give Honeydrop a rest. 

The horse was blown but not beaten. He stood 
with his legs stretched out, his head down, and his 
nostrils extended, his heavy breath steaming in 
the now frosty air. 

''Where's Miss Norton?" said Eric. 

"Here she comes," said Will Goodman, "and 
her horse is lame, Mr. Fairfield." 

Nora Norton rode up slowly. 

"I am afraid my horse is dead beat," she said, 
"and, what is worse, he is lame." 

Eric examined the horse's legs, and after a 
careful scrutiny, said : 

"You will not be able to ride home on him, 
Miss Norton. Perhaps you had better take 
Honeydrop. He is quiet enough after the run," 
he added with a smile. 

•'Oh, I could not do that," said Nora. "How 
would you get home ? " 

"Walk," said Eric. 
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"But it IS fifteen miles to Arden," said Nora. 

" We will say a dozen miles," said Eric. " I 
do not think that will hurt me. We can leave 
your horse at the Mill. It will be well taken care 
of. If you will dismount I will change the 
saddles." 

He was evidently determined she should dis- 
mount, and with his assistance Nora sprang 
lightly to the ground. 

Eric quickly changed the saddles and then 
looked round. The few horsemen who had seen 
the finish of the run had gone. Only Will 
Goodman and the second huntsman remained. 
' ** I am sorry I cannot offer you a mount, Mr. 
Fairfield," said Goodman, " but I have to see the 
hounds to the kennels, and we have a long way 
to go." 

'* Don't mention it. Will," said Eric. ''Sir 
William will be sorry he was not up at the finish. 
He is seldom far away." 

" His horse fell lame," said Goodman, " and I 
don't think he came up with his second mount." 

Eric took Miss Norton's horse to the Mill, and 
then returned to her side. 

'* He will be all right there. Miss Norton," said 
Eric. " It is nothing very serious, but it is far 
better you should not ride him home. Now will 
you try \\hat sort of a lady's hack Honey drop 
is?" 

*^It is too bad," said Nora, when she was 
seated in the saddle. "You are very kind to 
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"You deserve it after that run," said Eric. 
''Not many ladies can keep up with hounds at 
that pace." 

" If you walk home, shall we — ^we " hesitated 

Nora. 

" Keep each other company," laughed Eric, 
finishing the sentence for her. " Certainly, if you 
will allow me to act as escort on foot. It is a 
fair exchange, Miss Norton. I lend you Honey- 
drop, you give me the pleasure of your company 
for a few hours." 
Nora looked pleased. 

*'Do you consider that an equal exchange?" 
she asked. 

"I think the balance is decidedly in my favour," 
he replied. 

" It will be dark before we reach home," said 
Nora. " I wonder what Ethel will say ! I shall 
never hear the last of it. She will be sure to 
make out it was all my fault, and that I did it 
on purpose." 

" Did what on purpose ? " asked Eric, looking 
up into the girl's bright face. " Lamed your 
horse on purpose ? " 

*'No, I did not mean that," said Nora, with a 
slight blush. *' I meant — oh, never mind what I 
meant, Mr. Fairfield, it is of no importance." 

Eric walked by her side, and Honeydrop went 
along in an easy style that suggested he was glad 
of a rest. 

Nora Norton and Eric Fairfield had never been 
alone together for such a length of time. The 
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twilight was gradually sinking into night as they 
wended their way through the still lanes and by- 
roads. 

Nora became silent, and it was not often she 
was in a quiet mood. Eric, too, seemed to be in 
deep thought. Presently he said : 

"I am rather glad your horse fell lame, Miss 
Norton." 

"Why?" asked Norah, her heart beating fast. 

'* Because it has given me the opportunity of 
this quiet walk home with you," said Eric. 

'* And is that a pleasure to you ? " said Nora. 
'* I am afraid I have been an uninteresting com- 
panion. I seem to have very little to say for 
myself.^' 

" Sometimes there is a silence that is under- 
stood better than words," said Eric. "Tell me 
your thoughts during the last quarter of an hour," 
he said suddenly; and as he put his hand on 
the saddle it touched Nora's, and she did not 
withdraw it. 

"Will you tell me yours?" she asked. ''That 
would be another exchange." 

" Hardly a fair one," said Eric. " My thoughts 
were very precious." 

" And I suppose you think mine were not worth 
much," said Nora. "That is a poor compliment 
to yourself." 

" You were thinking about me ? " he asked, 
eagerly. 

"Yes," said Nora, softly. "What made your 
thoughts so precious, Mr. Fairfield ? " 
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"They were about you, Miss Norton," said 
Eric. 

"I do not think there is anything very precious 
about me," said Nora, laughing. " Ethel calls me 
a tomboy, and says I am far too forward for my 
age/' 

" You are nothing of the kind," said Eric, in- 
dignantly. " You are a very charming young 
lady." 

" Thank you," said Nora. I did not know you 
were such a good hand at paying compliments." 

*' I am not paying compliments," said Eric, " I 
mean it." 

** Really 1 It is too good of you to say so. I 
daresay if the truth were known you have all the 
while been thinking what a nuisance I am for 
causing you all this trouble," said Nora. 

*' I can assure you I have enjoyed the walk 
immensely," said Eric. 

" Better than the company," said Nora, archly. 

"You are too severe," said Eric. "The company 
could not have been better." 

It was now dark, and as they reached the 
cross-roads Eric said, "We will turn to the left. 
It is a short cut to Beechwood, and I must deliver 
you safely there." 

" How far are we from Beechwood? " asked Nora. 

"Only about a mile," said Eric. 

"How quickly the time has passed. Are you 
very tired ? " 

" I should never be tired in your company, Miss 
Norton," he replied. 
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"You say that because you think it will please 
me/' said Nora. " I would much rather you said 
what you really do think.'' 

" I have told you the truth, Miss Norton- 
Nora," commenced Eric. 

Honeydrop started as a man got over a gate 
into the road and interrupted Eric's remark. Nora 
reined him in quickly, and Eric sang out — 

"Confound it, man, didn't you hear the horse 
coming along the road ? You might have caused 
an accident, springing over the gate in such a 
manner. It was enough to frighten the steadiest 
horse.'* 

"How did I know there was a horse coming?" 
growled the man. 

"Who are you?" said Eric, going towards him. 
" You had no business on- Mr. Norton's land." 

" Hadn't I? How do you know? " said the man. 

" I know all the men on Arden and Beechwood," 
said Eric. "And you are not one of them." 

"And what if I ain't ? Can't a man take a near 
cut home. You mind yer own business, young man, 
or it may get yer into trouble? 

Eric saw the capacious pockets of the man were 
bulging out, and he suspected he had been 
poaching. 

"You had better be civil," said Eric. "Remember 
there is a lady present. I suspect you have been 
poaching by the look of your pockets." 

"Then ye'r wrong again," said the man. " Lady 
indeed. I didn't know they went about country 
lanes at dark with young toffs like you." 
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Eric caught the man by the collar. 
** You ruffian/' he said, shaking him. " How dare 
you?'' 

" Here, leave me alone, or it'll be the worse for 
you," said the man, as he struggled out of Eric's 
grip, and made a dash at him with the blackthorn 
stick he carried. 

The blow struck Eric on the arm, but it was not 
very severe. 

Nora Norton gave a faint cry of alarm as she saw 
Eric stand up to the man, and endeavour to wrench 
the stick from his grasp. 

In the struggle the stick fell to the ground, and 
Eric, planting a well-directed blow between the eyes, 
landed the ruffian on his back. 

** ril be even with you for this some day," said the 
man, as he scrambled to his feet and made off quickly. 
** Oh, are you hurt?" said Nora. ** Did he hit 
you with that stick?" 

" I am all right. Miss Norton," said Eric. " The 
stick caught me on the arm. It was not a severe 
blow. I think the brute got the worst of it." 

" I am so glad you are not hurt. It is all my 
fault," said Nora. *^I heard the man threaten you. 
These poachers are such dreadful creatures. I hope 
he will do you no harm." 

' '* I am not at all afraid," said Eric. ** Fellows like 
that are generally cowards." 

*' Here we are at the gate," said Nora. ** Will 
you come in ? " 

**Not to-night," said Eric, opening the gate, arid 
leading Honeydrop up the drive. 
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" Do, please," said Nora. " Mother will be so 
glad you have brought me safely home," 

"As you please," said Eric. 

Nora sprang from the horse, and ran up the steps. 

A peal at the bell brought the man-servant to 
the door, and Mrs. Norton came into the hall very 
excited and uncomfortably red in the face. 

"Good gracious, Nora, where have you been? 
It IS after eight o'clock. We thought something 
dreadful had happened." 

"My horse fell lame," said Nora, "and Mr, 
Fairfield lent me his. Tell someone to hold Mr, 
Fairfield's horse," she said to the servant. 

Eric entered the hall, and shaking hands with 
Mrs. Norton said : 

"I am very pleased to have been of some 
slight service to your daughter, Mrs. Norton. Her 
horse fell lame and she could not possibly ride 
him home, so I lent her Honeydrop." 

"How very kind of you, Mr, Fairfield," said 
Mrs. Norton. " Do come inside and rest How 
tired you must be." 

Eric, nothing loath entered the room. 

"Where's Hector, mother?" said Nora. 

"Out somewhere," said Mrs. Norton, "and 
Ethel has gone to her room." 

Eric remained at Beechwood about half-an-hour, 
and then took his departure, as he felt the Squire 
would be anxious about him. 

"Good-night, Mrs. Norton," he said. "I am 
glad I have been able to help your daughter out 
of her difficulty." 
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To Nora he said quietly : 

" I shall not forget to-night. I must see you 
again soon. May I call?'' 

** Yes," said Nora, with a frank smile. *' I shall 
be very pleased indeed to see you." 

He pressed her hand, and the look he gave her 
made her thrill with pleasure and happiness. 

Eric borrowed a saddle, and rode Honeydrop 
quietly home. 

" I wonder what the Squire will say when I tell 
him," mused Eric. ** He will not like the idea at 
first, but he will get accustomed to it. He must. 
Nora is the dearest little girl that ever lived. Yes, 
the Squire must sink his prejudices for once in a 
way." 



Digitized 



by Google 



So THE MAGPIE JACKET, 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Beechwood. 

Breakfast at Beechwood meant any time between 
eight and ten. 

Robert Norton was generally the first to partake 
of the morning meal and the morning paper. Of 
the two he would have preferred to miss his 
breakfast. 

If the market movements were satisfactory, 
Robert Norton had a hearty breakfast. If they 
were of a contrary nature a cup of tea and dry 
toast was all he required. 

He would have considered it a personal affront 
for anyone to have interrupted his perusal of the 
*' Guardian." 

Hector Norton and Mrs. Norton timed their 
arrival at the breakfast-table to suit Mr. Norton's 
arrangements, and he had scanned the commercial 
news before they sat down. 

Nora Norton, the morning after her ride home 
with Eric Fairfield, came down earlier than usual. 
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She had no desire for a tite-a-tete meal with Ethel, 
who was always the last to appear. 

Something had evidently put Robert Norton out 
on this particular morning. 

When Hector saw the paper flung behind his 
father's chair, he looked at his mother, and her 
glance following his she also saw the discarded 
journal. 

The paper was in a heap crushed and crumpled, 
protesting as much as a paper could against the 
ill-usage it had received. 

'* Where's Nora?'' said Robert Norton. 
'* She is not dbwn yet," said his wife, 
'*I can see that for myself," he growled. "Then 
she ought to be down. What does she mean by 
gadding about the country at all hours of the 
night with young Fairfield? I won't have it; it's 
not respectable. Besides, I don't like young Fair- 
field ; I liate the whole breed of 'em." 

*'Nora could not possibly help it," began Mrs. 
Norton. 

" She ought to have helped it. You en- 
courage her in her flirtations with Fairfield. I won't 
have it. Confound you, what are you grinning at," 
said Robert Norton to Hector, who could not 
avoid smiling at his father's absurd outburst of 
temper." 

"Something tickled my fancy," said Hector. 
"Then I beg you won't have your fancy tickled 
in my presence. If you do not know how to behave 
at the table you had better leave it," said his 
father. 
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''All right, governor, Fm not particularly hungry, 
and what little appetite I had you have not im- 
proved." 

He rose to leave the table, when his father said 
angrily — 

" Sit down ; how dare you sir ; have I not told 
you I will not be called governor? It is not re- 
spectful." 

** And I do not think you are behaving respect- 
fully to my mother," said Hector. 

"Your mother is my wife," began his father, 
when Hector chimed in. 

''So I have always understood." 

" Hector," said his mother, appealingly. 

"There^s no need for you to interfere," said 
Mr. Norton to his wife. "I can manage this 
young man. 

" You are not going the right way about it," 
said Hector. "I knew there would be a row 
directly I saw the paper." 

The mention of the paper turned his father's 
wrath in that direction, 

" Hang the paper," he said. *' Those meddling 
press fellows ought to be put down. You have not 
read the paper, I have. There is a most insulting 
paragraph in it about our firm. Here read it for 
yourself," he said as he reached the paper, and 
pointed out a paragraph to Hector, 

It was a mild remonstrance against the practice of 
the firm of Norton and Son, of discharging their old 
hands when they had become infirm and unable to 
work at their best. 
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" I see nothing outrageous in this paragraph," said 
Hector, " I quite agree with the writer^s sentiments, 
I do not think it is right to use the best years of a 
man's life and then turn him adrift/' 

Robert Norton glared at his son. The para- 
graph had hit him in a sore place, and he had 
ivinced as much as a man with so little feeling 
could, 

'* I shall bring an action against the paper," said 
his father. "Its libellous, that's what it is," 

" It is true," said Hector. 

"The greater the truth, the greater the libel," 
said his father. 

" More's the pity," replied Hector. " If you bring 
an action against the paper for that paragraph, 
you will be the laughing stock of the county. For 
once in a way take my advice and the paper's 
advice. Don't bring an action and don^t discharge 
any more old hands in the manner you did 
Ferguson." 

" That's the man. He's put them up to this. He 
shall starve before I will help him," said Mr. 
Norton. 

At this inopportune moment, Nora Norton entered 
the room, looking as happy and free from care as any 
innocent maiden in the land. 

" Oh, here you are," said her father. 

Nore saw something had gone wrong, and she 
would have beaten a retreat had it not been too 
late. 

"Good morning, father," she said. "Has any- 
thing upset you ? " 

G 2 
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" You ought to b3 ashamed of yourself," said hei 
father. '^ If such a thing happens again, I shall 
know how to deal with you." 

Nora looked astonished. 

** What have I done ? " she asked. 

" Done," angrily replied her father. " Done 
enough to ruin your reputation in this part of the 
county, at any rate." 

**I have done nothing I am ashamed of," said 
Nora. **If you are alluding to my ride home last 
night with Mr. Fairfield, I may tell you at once that 
under similar circumstances I should do exactly the 
same thing." 

** There; that^.s what you call bringing up a child 
to honour her parents," shouted Robert Norton, to 
his wife. *^ A pretty mess you have made of it. 
ril be bound you encouraged her when she reached 
home last night." 

**I asked Mr. Fairfield in, and thanked him for 
seeing Nora home," said Mrs. Norton, '*if that is 
what you call encouraging her.*'. 

''You're a fool — " began Mr. Norton, in a 
rage. 

** Mother, you had better leave the room," said 
Hector. 

*' No, she won't leave the room," said her father, 
banging his fist on the table. 

This action on his part brought about a cata- 
strophe. In banging the table Mr. Norton also 
banged the hot-water jug, and its contents, which 
were somewhat scalding, streamed over his hand 
and gently coursed down his coat sleeve. 
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He jumped up with alacrity, and used lan- 
guage as heated as the water. In doing so he 
trod on the cat, and that domesticated creature 
gave a yell calculated to startle any ordinary 
mortal. 

Robert Norton cursed the cat, and gave a terrific 
kick at her. He missed the cat, but hit the chair, 
and barked his shin. 

His rage would have been ludicrous had it not 
been pitiable. It was some moments before he 
CDuld recover his breath to say : 

^* You're all in league against me. A nice family 
for a man to be hampered with. YouVe a loving lot 
of cherubs. Mrs. Norton you ought to be proud 
of your children. '' . With this parting shot at his 
wife he limped out of the room. 

Mrs. Norton felt inclined to cry. She was 
a good-natured dame, and loved her children 
dearly. 

Hector would have laughed outright had it not 
been for his mother, and Nora Norton felt relieved 
that her father had been compelled to beat a 
retreat. 

Such scenes were not uncommon at Beechwood. 
It was evident that increased wealth had not brought 
increased happiness to the Nortons. 

*' Your father is very angry,'' was all Mrs. Norton 
could bring herself to say. 

"Yes, he is in a slightly excitable mood," said 
Hector. ** He will calm down, mother. By the time 
he reaches home to-night he will have forgotten all 
^bout it/' 



Digitized 



by Google 



86 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

Mrs. Norton was not so sure about that. She 
dreaded encountering her husband alone after the 
scene at breakfast. 

*'I will go and see if your father requires any- 
thing," she said. Mrs. Norton knew very well he 
had left the house, but she wished to keep up 
appearances before her children. 

** So you had a ride home with Eric Pairfield last 
night," said Hector. 

*^Yes. My horse fell lame, and had to be left 
behind at Raven Mill. I rode home on Honey- 
drop." 

'^ What a clinking run you must have had," said 
Hector. 

"It was splendid," said Nora. "Where did you 
get to? You were not up at the finish." 

" No," said Hector. " But I could have been. 
Miss Caunton had a fall, and I stopped to assist 
her. She was too much shaken to follow the 
hounds, and I came home with her." 

" Oh," said Nora, with a provoking smile. " Does 
father know? " 

" No," said Hector. '* If he had known there 
would have been a further outburst. He is most 
unreasonable." 

" So I think," said Nora. Hector, are you 
very much in love with Ruth?" 

" I have asked her to be my wife," he 
said. 

Nora clapped her hands and said eagerly, with 
feminine as well as sisterly curiosity, '* And what 
did Ruth say ? " 
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"She asked me if my father would give his 
consent. She declined to give me a direct answer 
until she heard what his sentiments towards her 
were." 

"But she did not say no, Hector? She did 
not refuse you ? " said Nora. 

" No," replied Hector, " I feel sure she loves 
me, and I am quite sure I love her.*' 

"Tm so glad, Hector. I do like Roth Caunton. 
She's a dear girl,'* said Nora. 

"She is,*' said Hector, warmly. "Now what 
about Eric Fairfield, Nora?" 

" We had a very pleasant ride home," she 
replied. 

: "Of course," said Hector, laughing. "Did he 
say anything, Nora?" 

"Oh, yes. He said lots of things. Passed 
compliments and so on. Said he had never 
enjoyed a walk half so much before. He also 
knocked a man down. I did like him so much 
when he knocked that man down," said Nora, 
candidly. 

Then she explained to Eric the encounter with 
the poacher. 

"Anything else?" asked Hector, smiling at his 
sister's evasion of the main question, 

" He came in when we reached home, and 
mother thanked him for taking care of me." 
: "Is that all?" persisted Hector. 

" Hector, do not be so provoking," said Nora. 
"Of course he said .good-night when he left." 

"Yes," said Hector, "proceed." 
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" How tantalising you are. He asked me if 
he might call again and speak to me," said 
Nora. 

" Why did you not say so at first," asked Hector, 
"without so much beating about the bush. Eric 
is in love with you, Nora." 

" Don't be silly, Hector," said the girl, 
blushing. 

*' HeMl propose," said Hector, "and of course 
you will dutifully refuse him." 

"I shall do nothing of the kind," said Nora, 
and then stopped suddenly. "No I did not mean 
that. Indeed, I did not." 

"Yes, you did, little sister. Eric is a good 
fellow. He will make you very happy," said 
Hector. " We are both in the same boat and 
mu^t pull together. The governor will object to 
Ruth and also to Eric." 

" I am afraid he will," said Nora. 

" What do you mean to do ? " asked Hector. 

"That depends upon Eric — I mean Mr. Fair- 
field," said Nora. 

"You do not mean to let the governor stand 
between you ? " asked Hector. 

" No," said Nora. " When it comes to choosing 
a husband I shall follow the dictates of my heart." 

"Bravo!" said Hector. "My sentiment exactly; 
but we shall have a hard fight." 

"And is not Ruth worth a hard fight?" asked 
Nora. 

" She is," said Hector. " I must have Ruth ; 
she must be my wife*" 
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Ethel Norton entered the room, and further 
conversation between Hector and Nora was im- 
possible; they could not speak of such matters 
before Ethel. 

'* Mother tells me there has been a scene/' said 
Ethel Norton. 

"Yes/* said Hector; "an awful scene." 

"And I do not wonder at it/' said Ethel. 
'* Nora, your conduct yesterday was disgrace- 
ful 1 " 

" I fail to see it in that light/' said Nora. 

" Mr. Fairfield ought to have known better. I 
am surprised at him compromising a young girl as 
he has done/' said Ethel. 

" Mr. Fairfield acted as a gentleman/' said 
Nora. 

"Indeed/' said Ethel, sneeringly. 

"I do not see how he could have acted in any 
other way," said Hector. 

" He ought to have left Nora in charge of Mrs. 
Aimes at Raven Mill, and ridden here and 
informed us what had become of her. It was most 
improper to be alone with a child like Nora 
all that time, and dark, too." 

"Fm not a child," said Nora; "I'm eigh- 
teen." 

"You have only just left school," said Ethel; 
"I know more about these matters than you." 

" Of course you do, dear," said Nora, " you are 
so much older." 

Ethel winced. She knew Nora could be very 
sarcastic when occasion required. 
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'^ I think Fairfield acted as a gentleman," 
said Hector. " I quite agree with Nora in 
that.^' 

*'Then our opinions differ/' said Ethel, 

" They often do/' replied Hector. 

"You were behaving in a most forward manner 
at the meet at Arden," said Ethel. "Remarks 
were passed about your evident preference for Mr. 
Fairfield's society." 

"Whoever made a remark of that description 
was guilty of an impertinence," said Nora. 

" I do not think so," replied Ethel ; " I saw 
you myself." 

"Ah!" said Nora, meaningly. "And you did 
not approve of my talking to Mr. Fairfield?" 

"Not for such a length of time," said Ethel; 
" you are far too young, Nora." 

"My age seems a sore point with you," said 
Nora. "Perhaps when I have arrived at your age 
I shall be more circumspect; at present I cling 
to the ' follies of youth.' " 

" Which I hope you will not live to repent," 
said Ethel. 

"Come Ethel, you are too hard on Nora," said 
Hector. "You may ^s well blame me for. riding 
home with Miss Caunton." 

"That is very different," said Ethel. "Ruth 
Caunton's position gives her more liberty. We 
have our standing in the county to think of." 

" Ruth Caunton is our equal in every respect 
as far as family is concerned," said Hector, 
angrily. 
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Ethel Norton looked at her brother in amaze- 
ment. 

** You cannot mean it, Hector/' she said. 

" But I do mean it/* he replied, hotly, "and you 
will probably have Ruth Caunton for your sister one 
of these days." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE squire's opinion, 

*'I AM not surprised, but I am disappointed," was 
the Squire's comment, when Eric informed him he 
was about to ask Nora Norton to be his wife. 

Eric was surprised at the mild way in which the 
Squire took his announcement. He had fully 
expected his uncle would be in a towering passion, 
and declare he would countenance no engagement 
of the kind. 

" If you want my candid opinion," said Mr. 
Arden, *' I think Nora Norton a very charming 
young lady — her charms would be considerably en- 
hanced if her name was not Norton." 

" I want to change it for her, uncle, said Eric. 
** When she is Nora Fairfield, you will forget she 
was a Norton." 

''No doubt," said Squire Arden. ''Have you any 
idea how the land lies in the direction of Beechwoodi 
on this subject ?" 

'* I think I am sure of Nora," said Eric, with a 
smile. 

" Probably," replied Squire Arden, but what about 
old Peg Norton?" 
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''Surely he would not object," said Eric. "What 
possible grounds can he have for doing so?" 

*' He's an obstinate man. He would oppose it out 
of pure selfishness. He cannot bear to see others 
happy. Then there is Ethel. I have an idea that 
lady had designs upon you herself," said Squire 
Arden. 

Eric laughed heartily. 

** She is older than I am," said Eric. *' I never 
gave her a thought, but I have always admired Nora, 
and that return from the Mill completed the con- 
quest." 

** Lucky for her she had such an escort home," 
said the Squire, " I am afraid hunting is responsible 
for many engagements. There seems to be more 
running after the girls than the hounds in these 
times. In my young days we were more en- 
thusiastic about the real sport." 

*' I promised Nora I would call," said Eric. " In 
any case out of mere politeness I ought to ride over 
to Beechwood, and make enquiries after her." 

"Go, by all means, Eric, and if Nora gives you a 
favourable answ^er, you may tell her your old uncle 
will welcome her as a daughter to Arden Hall." 

"You have always been too kind to me," said 
Eric. " No lad ever had a father who was more to 
him than you have been, and still are, to me." 

"You're a good lad, Eric," said Squire Arden. 
"You have never given me a moment's uneasiness. 
You played some strange pranks in your juvenile 
days, but I would not give a rap for a lad who had 
not a spark of the devil in him." 
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Eric rode to Beechwood with a light heart. 

He thought what a fortunate man he was, and how 
kind his uncle had always been to him. 

Then his thoughts wandered to Nora, and he 
wondered if she was expecting him, and what her 
answer would be. 

" Hullo 1 Jackson,*' said Eric, as he nearly rode 
over Hiram Jackson, who was walking along in a 
very dejected frame of mind. " What's the matter, 
man ? Anything wrong ? Are you ill ? '' said Eric, 
as he glanced at the man's firm, whitf, pained face-. 

"It's not much, Mr. Fairfield," said Hiram, 
touching his cap. '* I've had a bit of a shock, that's 
all. My heart's a bit weak. It troubles me now 
and again." 

"You don't look over strong," said Eric. ''You 
will have to take care of yourself this winter. How 
is your daughter ? Have you heard from her ? " 
asked Eric, as he saw an envelope crumpled up in 
Hiram's hand. 

" No, sir — that is, yes, sir—" stammered Hiram, 
as he crammed the paper into his waistcoat pocket. 
" She's all right, thank you, sir." 

"Hadn't you better go home and have a rest?" 
said Eric. "You look tired out. I must speak to 
my uncle about you ; this gamekeeper's work is too 
heavy for you, more especially at night, and in this 
severe weather." 

" Don't speak to the Squire, please don't, sir," said 
Hiram Jackson, pleadingly. *' I'll take it as a favour 
if you won't, sir. I like the work, and I'll manage 
it somehow." 
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"Very well, Hiram, as you like. But remember, 
if you feel ill to let me know. You can tell Stubbins, 
and he will speak to me about it. Good morning," 
and Eric rode on. 

"What a difference between him and the other 
one," said Hiram, to himself. 

Had Eric known what was in Hiram Jackson's 
mind, and what bitter feelings of revenge had been 
aroused in him that morning he would have acted in 
a different manner. 

When Eric reached Beechwood he sent his horse 
round to the stables, and went in search of Nora Norton. 
It was an inopportune moment for his arrival. 
The storm had blown over at Beechwood, but the 
inmates were suffering from the effects. 

Hector Norton had gone to Nottingham, and 
when Eric was shown into the room, Ethel Norton 
welcomed him. 

Ethel Norton was accustomed to conceal her 
feelings behind an impenetrable mask, and she did 
so effectually on this occasion. 

Eric little suspected the volcanic action at work 
beneath her calm exterior. 

Had Ethel Norton done as she desired at that 
moment, she would have given Eric to understand 
his presence in that house was not desirable. As 
it was, she said with affected cordiality — 

"Good morning, Mr. Fairfield. I hope you are 
none the worse for your long walk last night. It 
was very kind of you to take pity upon Nora. 
She is only a child, and therefore may be expected 
to get into scrapes." 
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" I should hardly call her a child," said Eric, 
smiling as he thought on what errand he had come 
to Beechwood. *^ As for getting into scrapes, I 
hope she was exonerated from all blame last night, 
as there was certainly none attaching to her. Such 
an accident as a horse falling lame might have 
happened to anyone." 

**She ought not to have gone after the hounds 
in such a mad gallop. It was dangerous and 
improper in one so young and inexperienced," 
said Ethel Norton. 

'* From the way Miss Norton rode," said Eric, 
" I should say she was anything but inexperienced. 
She may be young, but that I consider in her 
favour. I am not very ancient myself." 

Ethel Norton wondered if Eric was hinting that 
she was older than sfie cared to acknowledge. She 
did Eric wrong; he was too much of a gentleman 
to give hints of this description, 

Nora Norton had seen Eric ride up to Beech- 
wood, and was determined her sister Ethel should 
not prevent her meeting him. 

She had rightly divined her sister's intentions. 
Ethel Norton intended to prevent Nora liaving an 
interview in private with Eric if possible. 

Nora Norton went to her mother, and as Mrs. 
Norton liked Eric exceedingly, she was easily per- 
suaded to assist in routing Ethel. 

Mrs. Norton entered the room as Ethel and Eric 
were engaged in conversation. 

She at once proceeded to business, and in 
answer to Eric's enquiry as to Nora's health, she said- 
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"Nora IS none the worse for her ride, Mr. 
Fairfield. She expected to see you this morn- 
ing." 

Ethel Norton looked daggers at her mother, but 
Mrs. Norton did not quail. She even went a step 
further, and said — 

*' Ethel, you might see where Nora is, and tell 
her Mr. Fairfield is here.*' 

This was too much for Ethel Norton.^ 

*' I will ring for her, mother, if you wish it," she 
replied. 

Nora Norton entered the room, and blushed as 
Eric pressed her hand, and inquired whether she 
had suffered any ill effects from her night ride. 

It was quite evident Ethel Norton was determined 
to remain. 

Mrs. Norton left the room, and in a few 
moments returned to the charge, or rather the door, 
and said : 

*' Ethel, dear, can you spare me a moment ? I 
wish to speak to you. I am sure Mr. Fairfield 
will excuse you." 

"Certainly," said Eric. "Your mother must be 
considered before anyone. Miss Norton." 

Ethel Norton stifled her ariger, and bowing to 
Eric left the room. 

"Mother your conduct is outrageous. I call it 
positively indelicate. Mr. Fairfield could not fail 
to see why you called me out of the room," said 
Ethel. 

"You ought to have had the sense to leave 
them together without my asking you,^' said her 
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mother. "There was no nonsense about me and 
Bob when we were sweethearts. We never 
cared for third parties." 

Ethel Norton walked away. She knew her 
mother's ways, and did not relish an account of 
"what me and Bob did." 

" Nora," said Eric. " You know why I have 
come ; what I have come for." 

'* To inquire after my health?" said Nora, 
demurely. 

" Nora, how can you ? " said Eric. " I did nothing 
of the kind." 

"Indeed, sir," said Nora; "then I consider it very 
ungentlemanly of you. I suppose you would not 
care if I was very ill, dying from exposure to the 
night air." 

" Will you be serious, Nora, for one moment ? " 
said Eric. 

"I never was more serious," she replied. "I 
consider it downright rude of you to ignore my 
health." 

"I am not ignoring it. I have ample evidence 
you are quite well. You are positively radiant 
with health," said Eric. 

"You cannot always go by appearances," said 
Nora. "Mine are very much against me." 

"They are very much in your favour," said Eric. 
"Nora,'' he took her hand, "you know why I am 
here. I am here to ask you to be my wife." 

Nora Norton looked lovingly into Eric's face. 

She was a very honest girl. She disliked humbug. 
She loved Eric, and was not ashamed to own it. 
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"I love you very dearly, Eric/' she said ; "but 
do you not think lam too young to marry?*' 

"No," said Eric, "the younger we are, the 
longer will be our life of happiness together." 

"Then, Eric, I will be your wife, or I will 
remain as I am," she said. 

" What do you mean ? " asked Eric. 
Nora Norton explained what had occurred at 
breakfast that morning. 

" I am afraid my father will not give his consent," 
she said. 

" But he must," said Eric. " What reasonable 
objections can he raise ? " 

" I am sure I do not know, Eric," said Nora 
"What I do know is I shall not give way if you 
will always love me as you say you do now." 

What followed need not be described. It is better 
left to the imagination. Suffice it to say the 
moments passed swiftly, and both Eric and Nora 
were intensely happy. 

" And Squire Arden sent me that message," said 
Nora, alluding to Mr. Arden's remark he would 
" welcome her as a daughter." 

"He did," said Eric. "And what is more he 
meant it." 

" He is a dear old man," said Nora. " I have 
always liked him." 

" You will love him when you know him as well 
as I do," said Eric. 

Mrs. Norton entered the room. 
" You have entertained Mr. Fairfield, I hope," she 
said to Nora. 

H 2 
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*' I have done my best, mother," said Nora, with 
a sly glance at Eric. 

" We have mutually enjoyed each other's society, 
Mrs. Norton, so much so indeed that we desire to 
see more of each other ; in fact, we never want to 
be parted. I have asked Nora to be my wife, Mrs. 
Norton. I hope I have your approval." 

"Bless me," said Mrs. Norton, sinking into a 
chair, and holding up her hands. "What ever will 
your father say, Nora? " 

" God bless you, my children," said Eric, laughing. 

"I wish he would," said Mrs. Norton. "But he 
won't. You can rely upon me, Mr. Fairfield. I 
love Nora dearly, and I am sure you will make her 
happy." 

" I will do my utmost, Mrs. Norton," said Eric. 
" But why should Mr. Norton object. Does he 
dislike me personally?" 

" Don't ask me," said Mrs. Norton. " You 
young people must fight your own battles. What 
does Squire Arden say about it ? " 

" He says he will be delighted to welcome Nora as 
a daughter," said Eric. 

" Bless him. Then he's not such an upstart after 
all," said Mrs. Norton. 

"Mother," said Nora, "how can you say such 
things ? " 

" My uncle is not much of an upstart, Mrs. 
Norton," laughed Eric. "He is a very amiable, 
kind, good-hearted gentleman, and I am sure he will 
love Nora dearly." 

"Bob says he's stuck up," said Mrs. Norton. 
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Nora Norton blushed as she said, " I hope, Eric, 
you will not mind what mother says." 

"Your mother, Nora, is like you, generous and 
outspoken. I trust when she knows my uncle better, 
she will alter her opinion of him," 

" It's not my opinion, it's Bob's," .said Mrs. 
Norton. ** I always liked the Squire, you can tell 
him so if you care to, Mr. Fairfield." 

*' I certainly will," said Eric. " I must see Mr. 
Norton, and endeavour to gain his consent." 

''I hope you will succeed," said Mrs. Norton 
''but I doubt it." 

**I shall marry no one but Eric," said Nora, 
firmly. 

**Ah," said Mrs. Norton, *' the child's very like 
her mother. I always said I'd have no one but 
Bob, and I stuck to it." 

Eric laughed as he said : 

** And I am sure Mr. Norton is very glad you did 
so." 

** I am not so sure about it," said Mrs. Norton. 
'' He says I drag him down." 

*• Mother dear," said Nora, kissing her, *'how can 
he say so ? It is not true. I am sure he does not 
mean it." 

'* Mr. Norton ought to be proud he has 
such a wife and mother for his children," said 
Eric. 

** And so he is," said Nora. *' He only tries to 
irritate you, mother." 

" Perhaps so, my dear, but I'm not fond of 
being irritated. I like peace and quietness. 
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Mind you give Nora plenty of that, Mr. Fair- 
field/' 

'* I will remember," laughed Eric. ** There will 
be peace I am sure, I do not know so much about 
the quietness/' he added with a glance at Nora's 
merry face. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN ENVELOPE. 

Shortly before Eric, on his way to Beechwood, 
had seen Hiram Jackson, the gamekeeper had made 
a discovery that startled him. 

Hiram Jackson never ceased to brood over his 
daughter's disgrace, and the more he thought about 
it the more bitter his feelings became towards ihe 
man who wronged her. 

The keeper was walking his rounds with his gun 
slung across his arm, when a piece of paper on the 
ground attracted his attention. 

It was a small piece of dull-white paper, crumpled, 
and Hiram at first thought it was a five-pound 
note. 

'* Must have been lost by some one at the meet, 
yesterday," he thought, as he turned it over with 
his foot. He then saw it was not a five-pound note 
but an envelope. 

He picked it up, and, as he did so, caught sight of 
the writing. 

He gave a start as he recognised his daughter's 
hand. 

" How does this come here," he muttered. '' It 
pust be one of my letters from her." 



Digitized 



by Google 



104 THE MAC^PJE JACKET. 

He smoothed it out and read : 

** Hector Norton, Esq., Nottingham. Private." 

With an oath Hiram crushed the envelope in his 
clenched hand. 

'* What does she want to write to him about, and 
mark it 'Private.' -Must be about her situation." 

Hiram examined the envelope, but it was 
empty. •^ 

'^ She would not write to him about her place," 
thought Hiram. '^SheM have addressed to Messrs. 
Norton and Son. Can he be the man who wronged 
her?" 

As Hirim Jackson pondered over the matter the 
idea became more firmly rooted in his mind that 
Hector Norton was the man who had betrayed his 
daughter. 

This thought was uppermost when Eric Fairfield 
spoke to him, and he still had the envelope- 
clenched in his hand. . 

As Eric rode on Hiram stood looking after him. 

"These swells are the ruin of our poor girls," 
he muttered. " Mr. Ericas not the sort of man to 
trifle with a girl; but' Hector Norton is. By 
Heaven ! if he has betrayed my Amy Til either 
force him to make her an honest woman, or Til 
shoot him like a dog. Curse these swells, they 
think they can trample on the likes of us; but, by 
God! I'll show him there's one man won't stand any 
nonsense." 

** I must be sure of my ground," went on Hiram. 
''How shall I find out the truth. Amy won't tell 
me. The scoundrel be is, and courting Ruth 
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Caunton, too. Ruth Caunton ; aye, that's the way. 
I'll just let Amy know how far matters have gone 
between Hector Norton and Ruth. FlI stretch it 
a bit and say they are engaged. That'll fetch 
Amy if I know her right. She'll never stand that 
if Hector Norton is the man. Til write as soon as 
I get home. If it is as I suspect you had better 
mind how you deal with me and my lass, Mr. 
Norton." 

Hiram Jackson went his rounds, and when he 
reached home sat down to write to his daughter. 

The compilation of this letter took Hiram some 
time. He was a bad scholar, and he had to 
word the letter so as not to arouse his dau2:hter's 
suspicions. 

It took him the best part of an hour to write it, 
and then he was hardly satisfied with the con- 
tents. 

** It'll have to do," he said, as he stuck the 
envelope. " I reckon that will set Amy thinking 
if he's the man. I shall be able to tell by her 
next letter." 

Hiram Jackson had not long to wait for a reply 
to his note. 

By return of post he received a letter from his 
daughter. 

'* It's him sure enough," said Hiram as he 
looked at the envelope. " She'd never have 
answered it so quick if he had not been the 
man." 

Hiram Jackson opened the envelope, took out 
the letter, and proceeded to spell it out. 
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Amy Jackson thought there must be some 
mistake about the report of Mr. Norton's engage- 
ment to Miss Caunton. She understoood from 
what she had heard in the office, and from 
letters that had been dictated to her, he was 
engaged to a lady in Nottingham. She asked her 
father to let her know if his news was correct, 
as she could hardly believe it. 

*' You know we girls here are fond of news 
of this kind," she wrote, "and I want to be 
certain before I mention it.'' 

*'That won't do, Amy," was her father's com- 
ment, as he put down the letter. You are the 
girl he ought to be engaged to. I can read he is 
the man in every line of your letter. Curse him!" 
said Hiram, savagely. ** I could tear his false heart 
out, the smooth-faced villain. But he shall answer 
for it. Wait until I catch him alone. We shall 
see which of us is the better man then, Hector 
Norton." 

Amy Jackson was much disturbed on receipt of 
her father's letter. She would not believe Hector 
Norton could play her false. Engaged to Ruth 
Caunton. The very thought turned all Amy Jack- 
son's better feelings to stone. She would see 
Hector and tax him with it. If this news were 
true he had better beware. She would, if neces- 
sary, see Ruth Caunton, and tell her all. It would 
be a bitter task, but she would do it for her child's 
sake. 

Hector Norton little knew the storm that wa§ 
brewing over his head. 
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He was hopelessly in love, or thought himself so, 
with Ruth Caunton. He did not intend Amy Jack- 
son should stand in his way ; in fact, he thought very 
little about the girl he had wronged. Manlike he 
left the woman to bear the shame, and troubled 
himself very little about her. 

The day or two after she had received her 
father's letter, Amy Jackson had an opportunity of 
speaking to Hector Norton alone. 

She asked him plainly if there was any truth in 
t':e rumour that he was engaged to Ruth Caun- 
ton. 

At first Hector Norton declined to be questioned, 
but -when he saw Amy was not to be put oflf 
lightly, he acknowledged he had flirted with Ruth, 
but said there was no engagement between them, 
nor had he ever thought of such a thing. Ruth 
Caunton was all very well to flirt with, but he had 
no serious intentions towards her. 

" 1 am glad to l>car it," said Amy, quietly. 

''Why?" asked Hector Norton. ''What differ- 
ence can it make to you?" 

"If I had learned your engagement to Ruth 
Caunton was correct, I should have gone to see 
her," said Amy. 

"Indeed!" said Hector. "To offer her your con- 
gratulations?" 

"No," said Amy, roused by his callousness, "to 
tell her of my shame and your guilt." 

Hector Norton was startled, in spite of his as- 
sumed indifference, at her vehemence. He thought 
it better to adopt a more conciliatory tone. 
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"You need not be angry, Amy," hie said. "I 
did not mean to hurt your feelings. I am sorry I 
spoke as I did." 

She was pacified easily, and said^ 

" I never thought you could be so base, 
Hector. Are you quite sure you do not care for 
her?" 

*'Ruth Caunton is a very nice girl," said Hector, 
''but I don't care for her half as much as I do for 
you. There, will that satisfy you ? " 

'* Yes, Hector," she said. " I am sorry I ever 
doubted you." 

*' Who told you I was engaged to Ruth Caun- 
ton ? " asked Hector after a moment's thought. 

''I had rather not say," said Amy. "It was a 
mistake, we will think no more about* it." 

With this answer he had to rest content. 

" I wonder who told her," he thought to himself 
as he left her. "It must have been someone 
either at Arden or Beechwood. By Jove ! it may 
have been her father. He's at Arden Hall. 
Luckily he knows nothing, nor does he suspect 
anything. If he did he would have shown it in 
someway. He's not the sort of man I should 
care to have as an enemy. A dangerous fellow, 
I should say. I wish Squire Arden would get 
rid of him. I'll sound Eric on the subject, and see 
how he takes it." 

He did sound Eric, but got very little satisfaction 
from the process. He learnt that Hiram Jackson 
was looked upon as a thoroughly reliable man at 
Arden Hall. 
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Meanwhile, Hiram Jackson was nursing his wrath, 
and seeking an interview with Hector Norton. 

He was always on the watch for an opportunity, 
and at last it came. 

He saw Hector Norton leave Ned Caunton's 
cottage- one night, and followed him. 

Hector Norton looked round as he heard 
footsteps, and saw Hiram Jackson, the man of all 
others he was the least desirous to meet. 

Hiram had thought the matter over seriously 
since he found the envelope, and had come to 
the conclusion that violence would only get him- 
self into trouble, and do his daughter no good. He 
decided that violence ought to be resorted to 
when all other means had failed. 

Hector Norton was therefore safe as regards 
Hiram Jackson for the present. 

'' It's you, Jackson, is it ? " said Hector, as the 
keeper came up with him. " Not on night du*y 
are you?'* 

" No," said Hiram. '* I followed you, Mr, 
Norton. I wanted a word or two with you in 
private/' 

"It's coming," thought Hector. "But I don't 
believe Amy has told him. She's too fond of me 
for that. Wonder how the devil he ma !e the 
discovery ? " 
Aloud he said : 

" What can I do for you ? What do you want 
to speak to me about ? " 

" My daughter," said Hiram, controlling his 
feelings with an effort. 
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''Indeed/' said Hector, with a well-feigned air 
of surprise. "What about her? Is she not 
comfortable at the factory?*' 

*' She's all right there," said Hiram. *'D— n 
it, sir, you know what I mean.'* 

** Haven't the faintest idea," said Hector. 

'* My daughter's had trouble," said Hiram. 

*' I am very sorry to hear it," replied Hector. 
*' Can I be of any assistance ? " 

" You can," said Hiram. '* If what I believe is 
correct you are the only man that can be of any 
assistance." 

*'What on earth do you mean, man?" said 
Hector. 

*' My daughter's had a child," said Hiram. 

'*I am sorry she has got herself into trouble," 
said Hector. " But what concern of mine is it ? " 

" You are the father of her child," said Hiram, 
making a plunge. 

The directness of the attack disconcerted Hector 
Norton. 

*• He must be certain of his ground or he would 
never make such a direct accusation against me," 
thought Hector. 

"I know it's true," said Hiram. '*You needn't 
get up a lie about it, because I shan't believe 
you." 

"If you have made up your mind not to believe 
me," said Hector Norton, **it is not much use my 
denying it." 

** You must make my daughter an honest woman, 
Mr. Norton," said Hiram, trying to speak calmly. 
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" Now look here, Jackson/* said Hector Norton, 
*'I don't know who has told you this tale. Say it is 
true. Let us suppose for a moment it is true. You 
surely do not expect a man in my position to marry 
your daughter. It is out of the question.'* 

*' Don't rile me," said Hiram. " I'm not a pleasant 
man to deal with when my temper's up. You must 
marry my daughter or I shall know the reason 
why. She's too good for the likes of you. I 
wonder what Miss Caunton would say if she knew 
the truth." 

" You hound I You dare not speak to her," said 
Hector, angrily. 

'* Don't call me names," said Hiram. "Two can 
play at that game, and your character is easily 
spoilt." 

"What do you want?" asked Hector. He was 
in an awkward fix and wished to gain time. 

" I ask you to act as a gentleman and marry my 
lass," said Hiram. "How can a father ask any- 
thing else at your hands ? " 

" You must give me time to think it over," said 
Hector Norton. " These things cannot be decided 
in a hurry." 

" How long will it take you to make up your 
mind?" asked Hiram. " There ought to be no two 
ways about it." 

*' Give me a fortnight," said Hector. 
"And what'll you do in that fortnight?" asked 
Hiram. " Go courting Miss Caunton." 

" I decline to tell you what I shall do," said Hector. 
A thought seemed to strike him, and he added : 
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" Meet me this night fortnight at Beechwood.*' 

^' How can I go to Beechwood ? " said Hiram. *' A 
likely place that to meet you/' 

"Never mind, you must come. I will see you 
alone in my father's study," said Hector Norton. 
" It can easily be managed. If my father or any- 
one sees you, I can say you came in with a 
message from Mr. Fairfield. You see it is easily 
managed.'' 

" I don't half like it," said Hiram. " However, I'm 
willing to humour you if you'll do the right thing 
by my lass." 

*' If I go there," thought Hiram, " I'll force him to 
give me a written promise to marry Amy, or know 
the reason why." 

" You can come round to the study window," said 
Hector, "at eight o'clock. We shall nearly have 
finished dinner then, and I can leave the room for a 
few moments; I will make a good excuse, never 
fear. The window opens on to the terrace, I will 
leave it open. You can step inside, and not a soul 
will see you." 

"Then I'll come," said Hiram, *'and mind you 
deal fairly with me and my lass." 

'Is that all?" said Hector. 

" Yes," said Hiram. 

" Then do not forget. This night fortnight," said 
Hector. ** The study is the third window on the left 
terrace. You will be sure and make no mistake. It 
is better you should not be seen." 

"I'm not likely to forget," said Hiram, "I'll be 
there at eight." 
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"He'll have to keep quiet in his own house," 
thought Hiram. " HeMl sign the paper to prevent 
a row. He must sign it, and he couldn't do that out 
here. Wonder why he asked me to meet him there? 
To save him the trouble of going out I reckon. 
Perhaps, after all, he means well by my lass. I hope 
so, I hope so." 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE MANTLE OF SNOW. 

It was a terrible winter. The snow covered the 
earth as in a white mantle, and in the large cities 
there was much poverty and distress. Although it 
wanted a fortnight to Christmas, the weather all 
through November and December had been severe. 

Arden Hall looked picturesque in the midst of the 
white world surrounding it. 

As Eric looked out of his window one morning, 
he thought he had never gazed upon a more lovely 
scene. 

Everything was pure white. There had been no 
thaw, and the frozen ground preserved the snow 
in all its purity. 

A heavy hoar frost fell during the night, and 
the trees were fringed with glittering white, the 
sparkling particles clinging to the branches and 
twigs in a thousand fantastic shapes. 

Some of the branches were so heavily laden that 
they bent beneath ihe weight and drooped in grace- 
ful sweeping curves. 

The hedgerows were as white and frosty as the 
trees, and not a blade of grass could be seen in 
the fields. As Eric looked in the direction of the 
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kitchen garden, he could see the cabbages outlined 
in the snow, resembling huge white footballs. 
Here and there an occasional speck of green 
appeared from a parsley-bed, or from the celery- 
trenches; the holly trees were showing their red 
berries amidst the snow, peeping out like small 
fiery eyes. 

From the buildings icicles were hanging down for 
all the world like huge sticks of sweets in the 
confectioners' shop windows. The roofs were 
heavy with snow. The old-fashioned pump had its 
top coat of straw on in a vain endeavour to keep the 
water from freezing. 

The window-panes were crusted over, and Eric 
traced hundreds of curious figures on the glass, 
all made by the skilful Jack Frost. 

At the window he had opened the air came in 
biting and searching every corner, determined to 
oust any stray warmth that might have had the 
hardihood to take up its quarters there. 

The keen air, however, had a bracing effect on 
Eric. He was young and strong, rejoicing in health 
and happiness, and the frosty blasts had no power 
over him. 

In the snow he could trace the small holes made 
by hares and rabbits as they made a raid on the 
vegetables. Even the haystacks looked cold, and 
seemed to shrink closer under the thatch. 

Away down by the training track, now as hard as 
stone, and covered inches deep with straw and tan, 
he saw the river Trent, no longer a flowing stream, 
but covered with ice, hard and thick enough to bear 

I 2 
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a horse and cart. Squire Aiden, during his lifelong 
residence at the Hall never remembered the Trent 
to have been frozen over in this particular spot. 

" Not much chance of getting the colts into racing 
condition by spring/' thought Eric. ^' Perhaps it is 
just as well. Ned, at all events, takes matters in a 
most philosophical manner.'' 

Squire Arden chafed and fumed because the 
frost and snow had effectually put a stop to 
hunting. 

*'The worst winter I ever experienced at this time 
of year," said the Squire. *' It wants a fortnight to 
Christmas, and here we are well nigh frozen out. 
I wonder what it will be like in January and 
February. I believe we are in for three months 
of it." 

" Not quite so long as that, I hope, uncle," said 
Eric. **What an awful amount of suffering there 
must be in the big cities. We are well off here. 
I always think country folk never suffer the 
privations townspeople have to go through in such 
weather." 

*' They are all pretty well looked after at Arden," 
said the Squire. '* I hope you make enquiries in 
the village, Eric. We must not let any of our people 
suffer more than we can help. Some of them are 
improvident, and do not endeavour to lay by a little 
store for the winter. Perhaps I have not set them 
a good example. I have saved very little for the 
winter years of my life, Eric." 

'* You have done good with your money," 
said Eric. '* If you spent it freely you gave it 
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generously, and many a family has had cause to 
bless your kindness/' 

" I have done no more than hundreds of other 
men in my position/' said the Squire. ''To change 
the subject, how are the colts ? '' 

" Going on splendidly/' said Eric. " Of course, 
there is no chance of galloping them. Ned, how- 
ever, thinks that is in iheir favour. In strict con- 
fidence, uncle, I think Ned means to try for the 
Eclipse Stakes at Sandown, and the St. Leger. 
He told me he was certain Cannon Ball 
would be able to give a great account of 
himself for the Ten Thousand Pounder." 

*' I should like to see Cannon Ball win the 
Leger," said the Squire, " he is my pet, and I 
prefer him to Primrose. Ned knows best, how- 
ever, and I leave the matter entirely in his hands 
and yours, Eric." 

** After a short conversation on various affairs 
connected with Arden, Eric said — 

"There's something wrong with Hiram Jackson. 
The man does not seem himself at all; he has 
changed completely during the past ten days or 
so. I cannot make him out ; he says he is not 
ill. I think he must have something on his mind." 

" Perhaps he is meditating over the sins of 
his youth," said the Squire. He caught plenty 
of my game in days gone by, I'll be bound 
It may prick his conscience now I've taken him on 
as keeper." 

'* I fancy the man needs rest, I don't fancy he 
is very strong," said Eric. 
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''Then let him lay up for a week or two/' 
said the Squire. " 1 do not suppose there will be 
much need for his services this weather." 

'* It is very kind of you," said Eric, " but I 
have asked him to take a rest, and he firmly de- 
clined." 

''Then there is nothing more to be done," said 
Squire Arden, " at all events in that direction." 

What Eric had stated was quite true. Hiram 
Jackson was not himself by any means. 

During the fortnight that had passed since he 
met Hector Norton, he had carefully thought out 
the position in which he was placed. 

The more he thought over it the less Hiram 
liked the prospect of going to Beechwood to seek 
an interview with Hector Norton. 

He had an instinctive dread that no good 
would come of it. But then what possible harm 
could come to himself when Hector Norton had 
made the proposition that he should go to Beech- 
wood? 

This was the day which he felt would termi- 
nate in a manner he had not reckoned upon. 

Hiram Jackson did not feel the biting air or 
keen frost as he went on his rounds. 

The snow crunched beneath his heavy tread like 
powdered salt. He wandered somewhat aimlessly 
about the estate. He was anxious for night to 
come so that he might keep his appointment at 
eight o'clock. 

He met Eric as he was tramping about in the 
snow. 
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''Feeling any better to-day, Jackson?" asked 
Eric. • 

" Yes, thank you, sir," was Hiram's reply ; " but 
ril feel better after to-night." 
' "Indeed," said Eric. "Anything particular on 
to-night, Hiram." 

" Yes, Mr. Eric. A tough job." 

''Poachers?" said Eric. 

"A poacher," said Hiram. "As bad a poacher 
as ever lived." 

"Who is the- man?" asked Eric. "Is he 
one of a gang? Shall you require any extra 
assistance ? " 

" No thank, you, sir. I mean to tackle him 
myself. I've got a grudge against him. He 
once robbed me of something I valued very 
much," said Hiram. 

"Had you not better have Stubbins with you?" 
said Eric. "There may be a gang of them. 
They are a cunning lot, you know." 

Hiram Jackson persuaded Eric he would have 
no difficulty in accomplishing the work he had 
taken in hand. 

" Curious fellow," thought Eric. " He must 
have a sore grievance against this man, who- 
ever he is." 

" I called him a poacher," said Hiram to him- 
self, "So he is, curse him. He's stolen my 
child's honour. There could not be much worse 
poaching nor that. There'll not be any moon at 
eight. That will be in my favour. I've taken 
the lay of the land, and I can walk straight to 
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the window. The snow will deaden all sound. 
No one will hear me. I haven't seen him 
since; but he'll not forget his appointment. 
He'd never dare do that. I'll go boldly into the 
house if he fails to meet me, and tell his 
father." 

It was a dark, dreary, desolate night as Hiram 
Jackson walked through the snow on his way 
to BeechwOod. The wind made a mournful 
noise as it soughed through the leafless branches 
of the trees. It was bitterly cold, and Hiram 
was muffled up to the chin, and his slouch hat 
was well drawn down over his head. 

He met no one on the road, and soon the 
lights of Beediwood were seen shining with 
additional brilliancy owing to the dense darkness 
without. 

Hiram skirted the fence round the garden until 
he came to the left terrace. He then crept 
through the fence and stealthily made his way 
to the room in which he was to keep his ap- 
pointment with Hector Norton. 

He made no sound as he walked along the 
terrace on the soft snow. The lights were all at 
the front and the right-hand side of the house. 
He meant to remain outside the window until 
eight o'clock. He had not much difficulty in 
finding Mr. Norton's study. The window was 
slightly open, and he had only to push it, and it 
would give him ample space for admission. A 
light was burning inside, but it had been turned 
down low. 
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Hiram Jackson, as he looked in, saw writing 
materials scattered about on the desk, and felt it 
would be a favourable chance to force Hector 
Norton to make a written declaration. He noted 
everything in the room before he entered it. 

As the clock in the stable tower chimed eight, 
Hiram Jackson gently raised the window sash, 
and stepped into the room. 

The Nortons had almost finished dinner, which 
Mr. Norton always insisted should be an elaborate 
meal, and prolonged for a considerable time. 

•' Hush, father," said Hector. " I thought I heard 
a window being opened." 

"Nonsense," said Mr. Norton. 
'* I fancied 1 heard something," said Mrs. 
Norton. 

"What's that?" said Mr. Norton. 
Hiram Jackson stumbled against a chair in Mr. 
Norton's study, and its fall caused the noise. 

There could be no doubt about it being a 
peculiar sound. 

Mr. Norton turned to the man who was still 
waiting in the room, and said : 

"Fredericks, you had better see what that 
noise is. I fancy it came from the direction of 
my study." 

Fredericks went away, but took the precaution 
to press one of his fellow servants into the service 
in order to have company. 

" The governor says we are to find out what 
that noise was. He said it came from his 
study." 
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'* Did he tell you to take me with you ? " asked 
Peters. 

" Certainly/' said Fredericks. *' He «aid I had 
better ask you to accompany me." 

''Then lead on," said Peters. 

The two men went to the study door. Neither 
of them could be called brave. They were not 
anxious to try and effect the capture of a would-be- 
burglar. 

Fredericks opened the door, cautiously put his 
head inside, and then beat a hasty retreat. 

''There's a man in there," he said, in an alarmed 
voice. 

" Then we'd better see what he wants," said 
Peters. 

They plucked up what little courage they had, 
and went in. They were two to one anyhow, 
which was a distinct advantage. 

"What are you doing here?" asked Peters. 

"How did you gain admission?" asked 
Fredericks, who always liked to talk tall. 

"I've an appointment," growled Hiram; "I came 
to see Mr. Hector Norton." 

"A likely tale that," said Peters. "If you'd 
came to see Mr. Hector Norton, you would not 
have got in by the window. It won't wash, 
my man." 

" I'm afraid you're on for a burglary," said 
Fredericks. 

" I came to see Mr. Hector Norton by appoint- 
ment," said Hiram, "and I'm here to wait until 
he arrives." 
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Meanwhile Robert Norton had finished his 
dinner, and upon entering the corridor he heard 
voices in angry altercation in the study. To give 
Robert Norton his due, he did not feel at all afraid. 
Hector Norton followed him, and both came to a 
stop at the door of the study. 

'^What is this man doing here?" said Mr. 
Norton. 

"He entered by the window, sir," said Peters. 

'^He says he came here by appointment with Mr. 

Hector," added the man, with a smile of incredulity. 

"So 1 did,^' said Hiram Jackson, firmly. 

" There's Hector Norton, ask him." 

"I never made any appointment with this 
fellow," said Hector. *' I expect burglary is more 
in his line than anything else." 

'* You cowardly liar ! " said Hiram, shaking his 
clenched fist at him when he saw the trap he had 
fallen into. 

'* Seize hitn ! " said Mr. Norton. '^ Tm a 
magistrate, I'll commit him on the spot. Seize 
the villain, I say ! " 

Peters made a dart at Hiram, but received 
a blow between the eyes that sent him staggering 
back, crying: 

"Murder! murder! The scoundrel is armed!" 
Before any of those present could seize Hiram, 
he sprang through the window, and ran along the 
terrace. 

" Pursue him ! " roared Mr. Norton, " catch 
him ! The desperate wretch to try and rob 
my house, and ms a magistrate, too ! " 
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"Stop!" said Hector. "Let him go. I know 
him. I recognised him. His name is Hiram 
Jackson ; he is one of Squire Arden^s keepers. 
We can easily track him down." 

*' ril have justice," moaned Peters ; " he tried to 
murder me ! Oh, my head ! " 

" Be quiet," said Mr. Norton. " Get out 
of this, Peters ; youVe more frightened than 
hurt." 

Peters and Fredericks backed out of the room. 

"How long has this fellow been at Arden 
Hall?" asked Mr. Norton. 

"About six months," said Hector. "Jackson — 
Jackson, I know the name," said Mr. Norton ; "any 
relation to Amy Jackson, our typewriter?" 

"He is her father, 1 believe," said Hector. 

" Then I'll make her suffer for his misdeeds. 
Out she goes. I will have none of the breed at 
our place," said Mr. Norton. 

"But she is not to blame, father," said 
Hector. 

"FU have him caught, and Til let the county 
see what sort of men old Arden has about his 
place. He's got a poaching vagabond of a game- 
keeper, and ril bet this is another of the same 
kidney. His daughter must go. Hector, I will have 
none of the breed about my place. The impu- 
dence of the fellow saying he had an appointment 
with you." 

Hiram Jackson soon discovered he was not 
followed. He stopped running, and when he 
recovered his breath, muttered savagely : 
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*' So this is what you wanted me to co me 
to Beechwood for is it, Hector Norton ? Tm a 
thief, and a burglar, am I ? No doubt you've 
done it to get rid of me from this neighbourhood. 
Well, I may have to clear out ; appearances are dead 
against me, and I can't let them all know of my girl's 
shame. I may have to go, but if 1 do, you had 
better beware, Hector Norton*" 
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CHAPTER XII. 

HIRAM JACKSON MISSING. 

"Hiram Jackson has been out all night," said 
Bob Stubbins to Eric the morning after the affair at 
Beechwood. 

'' He told me he was going to look after a 
desperate poacher," said Eric, "a fellow who had 
done him an injury, and he wanted to pay him out. 
I hope no harm has befallen him. We had better 
search for him. I tried to persuade him not to go 
alone, but he was obstinate. Have you noticed 
anything strange about him of late?" 

'^Yes," replied Stubbins, ''Hiram has been very 
queer. Tm sure he has something on his mind, 
sir. HeM sit for hours brooding, and never speak- 
ing a word." 

"A bad sign," said Eric. *'Come along. Bob, 
we'll have a look for him before the Squire hears 
about it." 

They tramped through the plantation, and found 
no trace of Hiram Jackson. As they were cross- 
ing the road they met Mr. Norton and Hector 
driving towards Newark. 



Digitized 



by Google 



HIRAM JACKSON MISSING. 127 

Mr. Norton pulled up the horse with a sharp 
jerk, and said: 

"Tm glad I met you, Mr. Fairfield. There was 
an attempted burglary at Beechwood last night, by 
one of Mr. Arden's men." 

" You must be mistaken, Mr. Norton/' said Eric, 
stiffly. " 1 can place the most implicit reliance 
upon all our men. Not one of them would be 
capable of such an act." 

' *' Nevertheless, it is true," answered Mr. Norton, 
" Hector knew the man the nroment he saw him. 
The fellow entered the house by my study window. 
I saw him and also Hector, and so did two of my 
servants. We tried to capture the scoundrel, but 
he knocked Peters down, sprang through the open 
window, and made off. I should have had him 
followed only Hector said he knew he was one of 
Uie Arden Hall men, so I thought there would be 
no difficulty in tracing him." 

" It is quite correct," said Hector. " The fellow 
had the impudence to say he had an appointment 
with me. It was Hiram Jackson who entered our 
house ; I saw. him as plainly as I see you and 
spoke to him, I am very sorry, but there can be 
no doubt about it.". 

At the mention of Hiram Jackson's name Eric 
looked at Bob Stubbins, and the keeper shook his head. 

** Hiram's been a bit queer lately," he said ; 
''but I never thought he would go in for work of 
this sort." 

'^ It shows the folly of turning a lot of poaching 
vagabonds into keepers," said Mr. Norton. 
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Bob Stubbins flushed angrily, and was about to 
reply, when Eric said : 

" Excuse me, Mr. Norton, but my uncle is the 
best judge of that. He never employs a man 
without he can trust him/' 

** Hiram Jackson is a nice sample of a man to 
be trusted," said Mr. Norton. '* I shall give 
information at the county police station, and have 
him apprehended." 

"You must adopt the plan you think best," said 
Eric. '* If Hiram Jackson was at Beechwood last 
night, I will not believe he went there to commit 
burglary, Mr. Norton." 

" I am sorry to say there can be no doubt about 
his intentions," said Hector. ** He forced his way 
into the house. What possible reason could he 
have for being in my father's study?" 

*' It looks black against him, Mr. Eric," said Bob 
Stubbins ; " but Tm not a going to believe as how 
Hiram Jackson has turned house-breaker. I've 
known him a good many years, and he*s always 
been honest." 

" He's been a thieving poacher," said Mr. 
Norton. ** As a magistrate I shall protest against 
Mr. Arden employing such men. His estate joins 
mine, and it's not safe to have burglars in the 
guise of gamekeepers prowling around the place. 
You can tell Mr. Arden what I have said." 

*' Tell him yourself," was what Eric was about 
to say, but the thought of Nora checked him. 
He must avoid a quarrel with her father if 
possible. 
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"I will make inquiries into the affair/' said Eric. 
"Of course, Jackson will have to give an explana- 
tion." 

*' No explanation will satisfy me," said Mr. 
Norton. '* He may prove his innocence before a 
bench of magistrates if he can. I do not think 
he will find it an easy matter." 

" If you will give me lime to inquire into the 
matter,'' said Eric, ''before you take extreme 
measures against him, I may be able to offer you 
some explanation, Mr. Norton, of his strange 
conduct.'* 

"I shall give information to the county police 
to-day," said Mr. Norton. '*Such a man is not 
safe to be at large; the sooner he is in prison the 
better." 

'*I am very sorry, Eric," said Hector, "but I 
must agree with my father. If I had any doubt 
of Hiram Jackson's intentions it would be different, 
but I have none whatever." 

"Then I wish you good-morning," said Eric, and 
continued his walk across the road. 

" There's a beggarly young upstart for you," 
said Mr. Norton. "He treated me with contempt. 
I could see it in his face. I wonder at you 
associating with him. Hector. He's a penniless 
young brat. Wants Nora, does he? Then 
I'm hanged if he sh^U have her. The obsti- 
nate young minx; she told me to my face she 
would marry him in spite of me. "We'll see 
about that. Marry a man without a shilling; not 
if I know it. Get along you brute." 
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He cut the horse savagely with the whip, and 
nearly threw him down on the slippery road. 

Hector remained silent; his thoughts were not 
pleasant. He knew his conduct towards Hiram 
Jackson had been dastardly, but he felt relieved 
to think the man would have to leave the neigh- 
bourhood to avoid being captured. If he were 
caught, Hector had but little doubt that the case 
would go against him. He preferred Hiram Jack- 
son should not be caught. He merely wanted him 
out of the way. 

Not so Mr. Norton. He was eager to see 
Jackson laid by the heels' in order to have the 
satisfaction of assisting in sending one of Squire 
Arden*s men to prison. 

"What do you make of it. Bob?'* said Eric. 

" Blest if I know, sir, but I'll stake my exist- 
ence Hiram never went to Beech wood to rob. 
He must have been there, but what he went for 
I can't imagine,'* said Stubbins. 

'*lt is a very strange thing," safd Eric. "It is 
all the more strange after what he told me- 
about the poacher. I must get at the bottom of 
this, Bob." 

"And ril help you, Mr. Eric. It's no good 
searching for Hiram; he's cleared out. Appear- 
ances are against him, but he's gone, and take 
ipy word for it, sir, someone's done him a cruel 
wrong. Hiram would poach, I know, but in them 
days we didn't reckon taking a few hares and 
rabbits was stealing. We did it more for the 
sport of the thing than anything else. Neither 
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Hiram or me bagged a heap of game in order to 
get money out of it." 

''I believe you," said Eric. "I think one half 
of the poachers have the same feelings as your- 
self. Still, we must preserve the game, or we 
should very soon have none left." 

Hiram Jackson was missing, there was no doubt 
about that. 

Eric related all that had passed to the Squire, 
and asked his opinion. 

''Things look bad against him," said the Squire. 
'' But I am of your opinion, Eric, I do not think the 
man went there to commit burglary. As for ' Peg' 
Norton's opinion of my men, he is welcome to it. In 
a business transaction I would as soon trust Hiram 
Jackson as Norton. Do you think Hector Norton 
asked Hiram to meet him at Beechwood? Some 
of these young fellows get into strange com- 
pany." 

'* Hector says he did not ask Hiram to meet him, 
and I hardly think it probable he did. I can see no 
reason for it," said Eric. 

'Tm sorry Jackson has gone," said Mr. Arden. 
"If he continues to hide it will confirm the impres- 
sion he is guilty. Of course, Norton will give 
information to the county police. He revels in 
such things. It is in the nature of the man to do 
so. I hope they won't capture Jackson." 

** So do I," said Eric. " Somehow I rather liked 
the man. From what I saw of him lately he had 
some trouble on his mind, I feel convinced, but I 
cannot (:onnect the trouble with Hector Norton." 

K 3 
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*' Unless there is a girl in the case/' said the 
Squire. " Had Jackson a daughter?" 

'' I think so/' said Eric. '^ In the employ -of 
Norton and Sons, I believe/' 

" Then the girl is sure to make inquiries here 
when she discovers her father is missing. We may 
get at the bottom of the mystery through her/' 
said Mr. Arden. 

When Hiram Jackson thought over what had 
happened at Beechwood, he c^me to the conclusion 
the best thing he. could do would be to disappear for 
a time. 

Had he been a man of different temperament he 
would have told the truth about Hector Norton and 
his daughter, and probably have been believed. 

But he felt his daughter's disgrace keenly, and 
he would not have published it to the world under 
any circumstances, 

Hiram Jackson knew the country well, and had 
but little difficulty in securing a hiding-place. 

He learned from the papers that a warrant had 
been issued for his arrest for attempted burglary at 
Beechwood. 

** ril keep out of the way as long as I can/' saiJ 
Hiram to himself. '*I have a few pounds by me 
that will tide me over the winter, and I have plenty 
of time to think over what I shall do." 

When Amy Jackson read the account of the 
attempted burglary at Beechwood, she at once con- 
nected her father's presence there with . herself. 
Could he have discovered Hector Norton was the 
man who had betrayed her ? 
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That was hardly possible. She never doubted her 
father's innocence of the motive attributed to 
him. 

She knew he would never commit burglary, even 
if in sore straights, and he was in a comfortable 
situation at the time. Was Hector Norton at the 
bo' torn of it all? She knew he wished her father 
anywhere but in the neighbourhood of Beech« 
wood. 

Robert Norton was exceedingly angry, and had 
given her a week's notice to leave the firm. 

She had remonstrated with him, but to no purpose. 
He told her he would have none of the family in 
his employ. 

** If your father is a thief, there's no trusting 
the breed," he said brutally. 

" My father is no thief, Mr. Norton," said Amy. 
"You have always found me honest, and have 
no right to blacken my character." 

" It does not want much damaging if all I hear 
is correct," he said. 

Amy Jackson made no answer. She trusted 
Hector still, and therefore shielded him. 

''I am sorry you are going, Amy," said Hector; 
"but I will take care you do not want for any- 
thing." 

^*I cannot take money for myself," she said, 
"but I will accept it for the child's sake. He is 
your son, and ought to be properly cared for." 

" I cannot think what your father was such a 
fool for," said Hector. '* Fancy his cheek, saying 
he came there to see me by appointment." 
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*' Does he suspect anything, Hector?" asked 
Amy. 

" How can he ? " replied Hector. " Perhaps 
you have given him the information." 

"You know I have not done so/' said Amy. 
'*How can you be so unkind?" 

Hector Norton believed her, but he was anxious 
to discover how Hiram Jackson had found him 
out. 

Despite the vigorous search made by the police, 
no trace could be found of Hiram Jackson. 

''It's my belief, old Arden's got a hand in 
this," said Mr. Norton. "Jackson is one of his 
men, and he will shield him to cover his own 
folly in taking such a man on. TU see the 
superintendent about it. He shall hear what I 
think about the police." 

Robert Norton saw the superintendent, who 
calmly listened to his outburst and accusations. 

"Is that all you have to say, Mr. Norton?" 
asked the superintendent when Robert Norton 
stopped from sheer lack of breath. 

" And quite enough, too. I call it disgraceful. 
Any decent body of men would have found such 
a well-known man as Hiram Jackson before 
this." 

" Then let me tell you, sir, although you are a 
magistrate, that I am not accustomed to be 
addressed in this manner. Mr. Arden I need not 
defend. He is too well known in the county 
for there to be any occasion for me to take up 
the cudgels on his behalf. Mr. Arden would not 
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interfere in such a case. He knows the duties 
attaching to his position as a magistrate." 

*' Which is as much as to say I do not," fumed 
Mr. Norton. '* Til report you for your imper- 
tinence." 

"I leave that to you, Mr. Norton," said the super- 
intendent. " I shall certainly state all that has 
taken place here to-day, and if necessary inform 
Mr. Arden of the accusations you have made 
against him. I should not repeat them, Mr. 
Norton. You might find yourself in a very un- 
pleasant position. To be indicted for criminal 
libel is not a desirable thing." 

Robert Norton retired beaten, and drove home 
in a very bad temper. The family at Beechwood 
avoided him when in this mood, and he sat sulking 
alone in his study. He tired of his own company, 
and rang the bell. 

^'Where's Mr. Hector, Peters?" he asked. 

" Out, sir," said J^eters. 

"You stupid fool, I know he's out," said Mr. 
Norton. '*! rsked you where he was." 

" Gone to Mr. Caunton's, I believe, sir," said 
Peters, who had no love for either Hector or 
Mr. Norton, and moreover liked to stir up strife. 

" Caunton's ! What Caunton's ? " asked Mr. 
Norton. 

" He*s Squire Arden's trainer, sir," said Peters. 

Robert Norton hated the very mention of 
Squire Arden. He could induce no one to call 
him Squire Norton, much as be would have 
relished the appellation. 
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"Haven't I told you, Peters, not to call Mr. 
Arden squire in my hearing," he growled. 

"Yes, sir," said Peters. 

"Then, why don't you obey me?" 

"Everybody calls him Squire Arden," said 
Peters, "and it's difficult to get out of the 
habit." 

"You'll either have to get out of it or leave my 
service," said Mr. Norton. "You can go. Send 
Mr. Hector to me the moment he comes in." 

Peters chuckled when he had shut the door. 

"There'll be a row, that's one comfort. How I 
does enjoy a shindy when I'm not in it myself," 
he added, as he felt his head where Hiram Jackson's 
blow had struck. 

"What have you been to Caunton's for?" asked 
Mr. Norton, when Hector entered the room. 

" To hear how those colts of Squire Arden's 
are going on," said Hector. 

"Squire Arden. Hang Squi^ Arden! I'm sick 
of hearing the name," said Mr. Norton. "He's 
no more a squire than I am." 

Hector did not care to dispute the point. 

"I believe you go after that girl of Caunton's," 
said his father. " I'll stand none of that nonsense. 
Once for all, I tell you I won't have it." 

"Oh, don't bother yourself, governor," said 
Hector. " Miss Caunton is a very nice girl, and 
I'm fond of her society." 

"Then the sooner you decide to keep out of 
her society the better," said Mr. Norton. " I 
won't have that penniless fellow, Fairfield, running 
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after Nora, and I won't have you paying atten- 
tion to Caunton's girl." 

Hector Norton saw his father was in one of his 
bad tempers, so refrained from annoying him, but 
he meant to do exactly as his inclinations led him 
with regard to Ruth Caunton. 

He failed, however, to read Ruth Caunton's 
character correctly, or he would have been more 
careful of his sentiments towards her. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

AN OLD-FASHIONED CHRISTMAS. 

It was the custom at Arden Hall to hold high 
festival at Christmas in the good old style. 

Christmas weather it most certainly was, and the 
severe winter still continued. 

The sun was shining brightly this Christmas 
morning, and although it was bitterly cold, there 
was ample warmth and comfort inside Arden Hall. 

The Squire took care every family on his estate 
should have a good dinner on this particular day. 

He left the management of this in his sister's 
hands, and Ericas mother was never better pleased 
than when occupied in doing good and trying to 
make others happy. 

It was the custom at Arden Hall for everyone 
connected with the establishment, whose duties did 
not detain them within, to go to church on Christ- 
mas morning. 

Arden Church was an old-fashioned edifice. The 
tower was covered with ivy, the churchyard shaded 
with gigintic yew trees. It was a small village 
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church, the living in the gift of Squire Ardeo being 
worth five hundred a year. A nice snug parsonage 
adjoined the church, and the Rev. Henry Burton was 
the vicar. 

The Rev. Henry Burton was not a great scholar. 
He could not be termed a clever man, but he was a 
man with a profound knowledge of human nature, 
and sympathised with the villagers amongst whom 
his lot was cast. 

He was unmarried, and his housekeeper, Mrs. 
Barnett, was a woman well adapted for the position 
she occupied. 

It was said in the village, that Mrs. Barnett 
ruled the vicar with a rod of iron, but the iron 
was evidently not particularly hot, for it left no 
visible scars on the person of the Rev. Henry 
Burton. 

The Vicar of Arden was ,a comfortable-looking 
man. He was inclined to be stout, and had a fine 
open countenance, good-nature beaming in it. Like 
the Squire he was an outspoken man, and even his 
bishop failed to awe him, and consequently 
respected him. 

The Bishop of the diocese was against the ap- 
pointment of the Rev. Henry Burton to the Arden 
living, but the Squire was firm, and would not give 
way. 

Squire Arden had known the vicar for many 
years, and determined he should be Vicar of Arden 
when the living became vacant. 

After the appointment was made, the Bishop ac 
cepted the Rev. Henry Burton with a good grace. 
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and he confessed that the villagers were admirably 
suited by the Squire's choice. 

The Rev. Henry Burton did not object to 
hunting. He was often seen out with the hounds 
when the Squire had a spare horse able to carry 
his sixteen stone weight. He loved a cricket 
match, and he rejoiced in a tramp after the 
partridges. 

Robert Norton had been much scandalised when 
on one occasion he actually saw the Rev. Henry 
Burton sliding on the village pond with a host of 
small boys after him. 

'* Its disgraceful/' said Mr. Norton. " Fancy a 
man like that being Vicar of Arden." 

The Rev. Henry Burton cared very little for Mr. 
Norton's opinion. He despised him as much as 
it was in his nature to despise anyone, but he 
was on friendly terms with the ladies at Beech- 
wood. 

On Christmas Day the vicar always dined at 
Arden Hall, and Mrs. Barnett was welcomed there 
by the housekeeper at Arden. 

The bells were pealing merrily in the frosty air 
as the villagers trooped into the church, which 
looked bright and cheerful with its decorations of 
holly and firs and ivy leaves, and sundry flowers 
from the Arden conservatories. 

The Squire liked to see the villagers at church on 
Christmas morning, and they knew it, and came 
accordingly. 

The Rev. Henry Burton never preached long 
sermons. 
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"On Christmas morning there is more peace on 
earth and goodwill toward men." he said, **when I 
let my congregation get home to dinner." 

What he did say in his sermon, however, was 
generally to the point, and " the vicar always gives 
us summat to carry away" — the opinion expressed 
by one of the oldest inhabitants — was not far from 
the mark. 

" Go to your homes, and enjoy your Christmas 
dinners," said the vicar, at the conclusion of his 
sermon, " and do not forget to thank God for all he 
has done for you." 

The dinner at Arden Hall on this particular Christ- 
mas Day proved as successful as on former occasions, 
and the Rev. Henry Burton did ample justice to the 
good things provided. 

'*Your appetite is not very good," said Squire 
Arden, smiling. 

"I can assure you I never enjoyed myself more," 
said the vicar. *' You always make me feel I am 
thinking too much of the pleasures of life when I ,dine 
at Arden Hall." 

'* Capital sermon you gave us," said Eric. 

" Because it was brief, I presume," said the 
vicar. 

*'That is a good fault," said the Squire. "If 
parsons practised all they preached some of their 
sermons would be shorter." 

"Always rough on the cloth, Squire," said the 
vicar. 

" Not a bit of it," replied the Squire. " Its broad 
cloth, you know, and can stand it." 



Digitized 



by Google 



142 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

"I saw a nice-looking girl with your gamekeeper 
in church, Squire. I did not recognise her. Who 
is she ? " asked the vicar. 

*' I have no idea/' replied Mrs. Fairfield. " Pro- 
bably some relation he has invited for Christmas." 

'' Fine old port/' said the vicar, when dessert was 
on the table, and Mrs. Fairfield had retired. 

" Glad you like it/' said the Squire. " It is good 
enough to risk the gout for." 

" I am never troubled with gout/' said the vicar. 
" I hardly recollect being ill. I believe in my infancy 
I had a variety of complaints — at least, so my good 
mother informed me." 

" The good die young," said the Squire, " but you 
look pretty tough yet, Henry/' 

** Thank God, I am," said the vicar. " Good 
health is the greatest blessing man can receive from 
his Maker. I do not agree with you that the good 
die young. You are still alive and hearty." 

'* But not particularly good/' said Squire Arden. 
"This prolonged frost has caused me to be very 
wicked at times. No hunting seems probable." 

" I wish it would go," said the vicar, with a sigh. 
" I need exercise, and a gallop after the Rufford 
always does me good." 

'* It does not do my horses much good," said the 
Squire, chaffingly. *^ That sixteen stone of yours, 
Henry, is a heavier burden to them than it is to 
yourself." 

"Have mercy. Squire/' said the vitar. ''You 
will make me ashamed to look at one of your 
horses again." , 
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" I have noticed you ride light," said Eric. 

" A compliment," said the vicar. "lam gratified. 
This wine is remarkably good. Thanks, one more 
glass." 

" You ought to mortify the flesh, Henry," said the 
Squire. 

" I hope I do not indulge," said the vicar. " But 
I relish the gifts Providence sends me." 

'^You ought to practise self denial," said the 
Squire. 

" I will. I decline to have any more of your old 
port, Squire," said the vicar. 

" Because you want a nap. Time him, Eric. 
The Church will slumber for exactly twenty minutes," 
said the Squire. 
. "Ko more," asked the vicar. 

" Not a minute beyond the twenty," said the 
Squire. 

*'Then I must make the most of the twenty," said 
the vicar, as he settled himself comfortably in the 
armchair. 

; Squire Arden appreciated an after-dinner nap, and 
when Eric saw both the vicar and the Squire were 
keeping each other company in the land of dreams, 
he went quietly out of the room. 

He found his mother chatting with Mrs. Barnett, 
and said: 

**I have left the vicar and uncle slumbering peace- 
fully." 

"Dear me," said Mrs. Barnett, '*has Mr. Burton 
actually gone to sleep?" 

" No doubt about it," said Eric. 
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" I am afraid the vicar indulges when he dines with 
Squire Arden/' said Mrs. Barnett. "Your uncle is 
so hospitable, Mr. Eric." 

"The vicar is perfectly happy," said Eric. "I am 
sure he is very abstemious, he cannot have had more 
than a bottle of port." 

The vicar had limited himself to three glasses, but 
Eric knew Mrs. Barnett, and liked to tease her. 

" A bottle, did you say, Mr. Eric ? " said Mrs. 
Barnett, horrified ; " it is shocking. He will be ill, 
I am sure he will." 

" You ought to warn him against uncle^s old port," 
said Eric, " It is gouty, extremely gouty." 

" Eric, do not alarm Mrs. Barnett," said his 
mother; "you are exaggerating." 

"A bottle I assure you, Mrs. Barnett," said Eric. 
" You must administer an antidote when he reaches 
the vicarage." 

" I will, Mr. Eric. I hope it will be a warning to 
him. A whole bottle. I am surprised," said Mrs. 
Barnett. 

" And I fancy the Rev. Henry will be surprised 
when Mrs. Barnett mentions the fact," said Eric, 
laughing, as he went out of the room. 

Bob Stubbins also had a visitor for Christmas. 

He had written to Amy Jackson, and asked her 
to spend a few days with them. He thought she 
would be anxious about her father, and it would be 
a change for her. 

Amy Jackson accepted the invitation without 
hesitation. It was the very thing she desired- 
change of air and a visit to Arden. 
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She was a good-looking girl, arid her neat dress 
and pretty face had attracted some notice in Arden 
church on Christmas morning. 

Naturally she talked a great deal about her father's 
disappearance, and she refused to believe he had 
been guilty of burglary. 

" I will never believe he went to Beechwood to 
rob,*' said Amy. " I know him too well for 
that." 

** And so do I, my lass," replied Bob Stub- 
bins. ** He must have had a reason for going 
there, and I should like to find out what it 
is." 

Amy Jackson saw Ruth Caunton at church for 
the first time, and she saw with a jealous pang 
how attractive and ladylike she was. 

**They do say as how young Hector Norton 
sticks up to her," Swiid Bob Stubbins, " but I 
reckon his father won't stand it." 

**She looks a very nice young lady," said Amy 
Jackson. 

*'So she is, my dear," replied Mrs. Stubbins. 
"A very nice young woman indeed. Quite the 
equal of the likes of Hector Norton." 

"They are not engaged, are they?" asked 
Amy. 

"Not yet, that I know on," said Bob. "But, 
from their carryings-on, I fancy they will be 
afore long." 

Hector Norton was not at church on Christ- 
mas morning, and consequently did not know of 
Amy Jackson's vi^it to Arden. 

L 
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Ned Caunton^s cottage was easily seen from 
the gamekeeper's house, and Amy Jackson turned 
pale and clenched her hands as she saw Hector 
Norton ride up to the gate, dismount, and enter 
the trainer's house. 

He remained there fully an hour, and Amy 
Jackson was in a state of feverish excitement 
during that time. 

Then she saw him come out of the house, 
linger in the porch with Ruth Caunton, over 
whom he was bending in a lover-like and affec- 
tionate manner. 

" I cannot stand this, indeed I cannot," 
said Amy Jackson to herself. " I will see 
Ruth Caunton and find out the truth. II 
Hector is playing us both false, I will tell hei 
all.'' 

It was a difficult task Amy had undertaken, 
but she determined to go through with it. 

She called at the trainer's cottage, and asked 
to see Miss Caunton, 

Ruth, with her kindly disposition sympathised 
with her on the loss of her father. She had heard 
Hector Norton's version of the affair at Beech- 
wood, and did not doubt the construction he put 
upon it. 

*' I am very sorry for you," said Ruth. '* I heard 
all about it from Mr. Norton." 

'^Mr. Hector Norton?" asked Amy. "Does he 
visit here ? " 

**Yes," said Ruth, surprised at the girl's 
manner. " Do you know him ? " 
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"Very well," said Amy. "I was employed by 
the firm at Nottingham, but Mr. Norton, senior, 
dismissed me after my father's visit to Beech- 
wood.'' 

'* That was unjust," said Ruth. " You were 
not to blame for the fault your father com- 
mitted." 

"I do not believe he committed any fault," 
said Amy. "I believe he went there by invita- 
tation of Hector Norton." 

"Surely that is improbable," said Ruth. 

" Miss Caunton," said Amy. " What is Hector 
Norton to you ? " 

The suddenness of the question, as also its 
nature, startled Ruth. 

"I do not think you have any right to ask me 
such a question," she said. 

" Believe me, I have a right. Miss Caunton," said 
Amy. " When you hear my story you will agree 
with me." 

" And what story have you to tell me that concerns 
Hector Norton ? " asked Ruth. 

" I hope you will not think me rude or inquisitive 
if I ask if you are engaged to him," said 
Amy. 

Ruth Caunton hesitated a few moments. Then 
she replied : 

"Ycur question is a strange one, but I 
believe you must have some good reason for 
asking it." 

"I have. Miss Caunton," said Amy. "The best 
of reasons." 

L a 
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" Mr. Norton has asked me to be his wife/' said 
Ruth. Amy Jackson started, and put her hand to 
her side as if in pain. "But I have not given him 
an answer yet," added Ruth. 

" Do you love him ? " asked Amy, eagerly. 

'* Really you are a strange girl," said Ruth, 
becoming impatient. "I am afraid I must decline 
to answer that question." 

"Will you listen to my story. It is a painful one," 
said Amy, " but when you have heard it I am sure 
you will acknowledge I was right to come here." 

Ruth Caunton listened to the tale of Hector 
Norton's perfidy from the lips of the girl he 
had betrayed. 

When Amy Jackson finished, and bowed her 
head in shame, the hot tears coursing down her 
cheeks, Ruth Caunton put her arm round her, and 
drew her towards her. 

She soothed her, and sympathised with her. 

Ruth was indignant with Hector Norton for his 
treatment of Amy Jackson, and for his insult 
towards herself — for such she now considered his 
proposal. 

" Promise me you will not tell him you have heard 
this story from me," said Amy. 

"I promise you," replied Ruth, "but he shall 
know what my opinion of him is. I think when 
he receives my answer to his proposal he will be 
surprised." 
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Amy Jackson returned to the keeper's house 
much relieved. 

She felt Ruth Caunton was no longer her rival 
but her friend. She meant to force Hector Norton 
to keep his promise to her, and marry her, even if 
he left her immediately afterwards, and declined to 
live with her. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE MERRY MONTH OF JUNE. 

It was SIX months since Hiram Jackson disap« 
peared from Arden Hall, and nothing had been 
seen or heard of him. 

Ruth Caunton declined Hector Norton's pro- 
posal when he renewed it, and treated him in a 
very abrupt manner. She did not mention Amy 
Jackson's story; but Hector imagined she must 
have heard about it. He knew Amy Jackson had 
been to Arden, and consequently fancied she and 
Ruth must have met. 

He had been very angry with Amy, and had 
totally neglected her of late, but she bore up 
bravely and hoped for the best. 

She obtained another situation, and if she could 
have heard news of her father she would have 
been comparatively happy. Arden Hall was once 
more nestling amidst the trees in full leaf, and the 
country was looking its brightest and best in this 
merry month of June. 

Training operations had been in full swing for 
some months, and Ned Caunton was enthusiastic 
about the progress made by Cannon Ball an4 
Primrose. 
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The colts had stood the severe winter splendidly, 
and although not forward enough to run in the 
Derby, were in just the condition to make a good 
show in the autumn. 

Eric Fairfield was in London for the Derby 
week, and he enjoyed the change, although he 
was always glad to leave the crowded streets of 
the vast city for the quiet of the green lanes and 
fields of Arden. 

City life had not much attraction for Eric. He 
always felt rather depressed when in London, for 
in the midst of all the luxury he saw sights and 
scenes which denoted the misery and vice existing 
there. 

Eric often strolled about the streets late at night, 
not on pleasure bent, but learning lessons from 
all he saw. He did not believe in shutting his 
eyes to the darker side of London life. He had 
been through some of the rookeries with a well- 
known detective, and was appalled at the destitu- 
tion and misery he saw. 

Something seemed to tell Eric he should meet 
with Hiram Jackson in London. He was strangely 
interested in the man's fate. Eric had just as 
much feeling for Hiram Jackson in his trouble as 
he would have had if the gamekeeper had been in 
his own station in life. 

One night Eric had been to the Haymarket 
Theatre. He came across Trafalgar Square, and 
was walking down the Strand towards his hotel in 
Norfolk Street, when someone came up behind 
^md touched him on the shoulder. 



Digitized 



by Google 



152 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

At the same moment a policeman said : 

**None of that, now. Move on and leave the 
gentlemen alone, or I'll lock you up for the night. 
There's such a lot of these fellows about, sir," he 
said to Eric. '*We have to keep a sharp eye on 
them." 

Eric looked hard at the man, and although much 
changed, he recognised Hiram Jackson. 

'* I know the man," he said to the policeman. 
" He was formerly employed by me." 

**0h, very well, sir," said the policeman, **that 
makes a difference. The man's a stranger to me. 
He's not one of the regulars." 

" Hiram, what on earth are you doing in 
London ? " said Eric. 

" Pretty near starving, sir," said Hiram. *' I 
managed to pull through the winter all right in 
Nottinghamshire. In the spring I tramped here, 
making my way on the road, and I have been out 
of work for three months, or nearly so." 

" But why did you go away from Arden ? It 
made matters look worse against you. Walk down 
the street with me, and tell me about it," sad 
Eric. 

Hiram Jackson was poorly clad, but looked clean, 
and his walking with Eric did not attract atten- 
tion. 

**You didn't believe I tried to commit burglary 
at Beechwood, did you, sir?" asked Hiram. 

"No," said Eric. '*I did not. The Squire did 
not believe it, and Bob Stubbins did not believe 
it." 
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"Fm glad of that, sir," said Hiram. "I went 
there to see Hector Norton. I cannot tell you why 
I went, but I was there by appointment with him. 
He told me how to reach his father's study, and said 
he would slip out when dinner was nearly over and 
see me. It was all a trap, sir, a dastardly, cowardly 
trick to get me out of the neighbourhood. Hector 
Norton accused me of breaking into the house. 
I saw I was trapped and had no time to think. I 
bolted through the window and cleared out. 
That's the truth, sir.'* 

''Then Hector Norton behaved to you like a 
scoundrel. Cannot you clear yourself, Hiram. You 
must be able to do so ? " said Eric. 

" I could clear myself, sir, but it would be at the 
expense of someone very dear to me, and I am 
not going to do it, sir. I must bide my time, but 
a day of reckoning will come when I meet Hector 
Norton,'' said Hiram, savagely. 

*' There must be no violence, Hiram," said Eric. 
"That will not mend matters. You must let me 
know where I can write to you. Here are a couple 
of sovereigns. I will let my uncle know I have seen 
you, and I am sure he will allow you something 
when he hears your story. I wish you would come 
back to Arden, Hiram, and face it. Think of what 
your daughter must suffer, not knowing where you 
are and not hearing from you since you went away.'' 

"Poor lass," said Hiram, *'will you tell her you 
have seen me?" 

"If I meet her I will," said Eric. "I will tell 
Stubbins, and he will let her know." 
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"Bless you for your kindness, sir/* said Hiram. 
I would rather you did not write to me. If I 
have anything to say, I will send you a note." 

Eric left Hiram, who promised to communicate 
with him if necessary. 

Next day was Derby Day, and Eric drove down 
to Epsom with a party of friends. 

The Derby was won by an outsider, strange to 
say, and Eric had a trifle on the favourite, who ran 
second. 

He saw nothing in the race he fancied as much 
as Cannon Ball. The winner, Simonsen, bethought 
lucky to beat the favourite, Nobleman, a much 
better horse to look at, and showing a lot more 
quality. 

Eric met many friends in the paddock, most 
of them he had not seen since the hunting 
season. 

"I hear your uncle has a likely colt or two at 
Arden,'' said Richard Potter, the trainer of Noble- 
man, "and old Ned Caunton is handling them.'' 

"We have a couple of fairly good ones," said 
Eric, " I think equal to most of the lot that ran in 
the Derby." 

" Nobleman ought to have won, I think," said 
the trainer. '^Anyhow, he must have a great 
chance in the Eclipse Stakes." 

" Then you are not going to save him for the St. 
Leger?" said Eric. 

" I shall have a cut at the Eclipse first. Ten 
thousand pounds is not picked up, every day, 
sir." 
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"It is not/' said Eric. "We shall run one of 
ours in that race, I think. At least, such is my 
uncle's intention at present," 

" Then we shall see if you can beat Nobleman," 
said the trainer, with a smile. 

•*You fancy we have no chance, I see," said 
Eric. "I think our colt, although trained in private, 
will astonish some of you Newmarket gentlemen 
when you see him gallop." 

" I for one shall be glad to see Squire Arden's 
colours again," said Potter. "The old magpie 
jacket was carried to victory on many a good 
horse in days gone by." 

" Hallo, Eric, I heard you were in town for 
Derby week. I could only induce the governor to 
let me away yesterday afternoon, or I should have 
been here a week ago." 

The speaker was Hector Norton, and Eric had 
not met him since his talk with Hiram Jackson. 

" I hope you were lucky enough to back the 
winner," said Eric, stiffly, in want of something 
better to say. 

Hector Norton noticed his coldness, and thought— 
"Tm hanged if Tm not getting the cold shoulder 
on all sides. I wonder what is up with him." 

" No, I backed Nobleman," said Hector. 
"Suppose you did the same. I am afraid your 
defeat has not improved your temper, Eric. You* 
look a bit hipped. What's the matter, man? Come 
and have a glass of champagne." 

" No, thank you," said Eric. " I am not hipped, 
?is you call it, and as for my losses, they never 
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trouble me much, I seldom have more than a five- 
pound note on." 

" Wish I didn't/' said Hector. " Tm in a bit of a 
mess, Eric. Tve been going the pace lately, since 
Ruth Caunton said No to me Tve been upset. I owe 
a heap of money, and Tm afraid the governor will 
not fork out." 

'' Gambling will not help you to forget your dis- 
appointment," said Eric. 

'' Must do something," said Hector Norton. " If 
Ruth had accepted me I should have been a different 
man. I must have a plunge on something, Eric, 
ril watch that fellow. Nobleman. He ought to win 
before long. I hope your colts won't meet him, he's 
a cut above them, I think." 

" Perhaps he is," said Eric. " That, however, 
remains to be seen." 

*'I saw you talking to Potter," said Hector. 
" What does he think about Nobleman ? " 

" Fancies he has a good chance for the Eclipse 
Stakes," said Eric. "That is all I can tell you. 
Excuse me, please, I must join my friends." 

" I say, Eric," said Hector Norton. " You 
needn't be so deuced off-hand. Have I done any- 
thing to offend you ? If so, out with it." 

"You have not offended me," said Eric. "But I 
have heard something that does not redound to your 
credit." 

" Indeed," said Hector, sneeringly. " Pray what 
is it?" 

"I have heard you invited our keeper, Hiram 
Jackson, to meet you at Beechwood, and then accused 
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him of breaking into the house. You did this, I 
hear, in order to drive Jackson from Arden. Why, 
I do not know. That you acted as I have stated I 
firmly believe, and it does not redound to your 
credit. I am sorry to have to speak to you in this 
strain, Hector, because I love your sister very 
dearly, and hope to make her my wife,'' said Eric. 

" So that's how the land lies," said Hector. " I 
deny what you say, Eric. You have been deceived. 
Have you seen Hiram Jackson ?" 

'* I have," said Eric. 

*' If he told you I invited him to Beechwood to 
meet me, he told you a lie/' said Hector. 

Eric remained silent. 

" Don't you believe me ? " said Hector. 

"Jackson assured me his story was true," said 
Eric. 

"And you prefer to believe a rascally poaching 
vagabond to me ? " said Hector Norton, hotly. " I 
am much obliged for your good opinion." 

" I do not wish to quarrel with you. Hector," said 
Eric "You have done Hiram Jackson a grievous 
wrong. Make what amends you can by clearing 
him. It is not too late even now." 

For a moment Hector Norton's better nature 
asserted itself, but he crushed the feeling down, and 
said: 

" I am sorry you doubt me, Eric. We have been 
good friends. I trust you will find out you have 
wronged me," said Hector Norton. " Where is 
Hiram Jackson ? " 

" That I cannot tell you," said Eric. 
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*'But there is a Nvarrant out against him," said 
Hector. ** It is your duty to give all (he information 
you can to the police.'' 

*' It is not my duty to give information against 
an innocent man/' said Eric. 

" He is not innocent/' said Hector, angrily. 

" That is a matter of opinion. I choose to believe 
him innocent until he is proved guilty/' said Eric. 

" He would quickly be proved guilty if the police 
put their hands on him/' said Hector. 

Someone spoke to Eric, and Hector Norton walked 
away. 

'* Do you know Mr. Norton well ? " asked a well- 
known commissioner, who was acquainted with 
Eric. 

" Yes, Dick," said Eric. " His father is a neigh- 
bour of my uncle's at Arden. 

"I'm afraid he's in with a bad set/' said Dick 
Banks. *'I thought you might give him a hint." 

'^ He would not accept a hint from me/' said Eric. 
'* We are not on the best of terms at present." 

'' I'm sorry for that," said Dick Banks. " He's a 
smart young chap, and he's sure to get into a mess 
with the crowd he is in with. He owes a heap of 
money now, and he'll have to settle, or there will be 
a shindy over it/' 

'* I'm sorry to hear it/' said Eric. " I'll do what I 
can for him. It is very good of you to speak about 
it, Dick." 

** Not at all. I hate to see a fellow let in by a 
gang of sharks. You see that chap he's talking to 
now, he's an out and out bad lot," said Dick Banks. 
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" By the way, Mr. Fairfield, what about the Arden 
colts. Anything in my h'ne?" 

" My uncle does not bet much/' said Eric, " but 
I have no doubt there will be a small commission 
before long. You will, of course, do the business for 
him." 

" I shall be only too pleased. I worked Squire 
Arden's commission when his horse ran second in 
the Derby. He won that race if ever a man did. I 
was wild about it. Lost a pot of money myself over 
it," said Banks. " Fd give a trifle to see the magpie 
jacket in front again." 

'* Then I think you may rest satisfied you will 
see it in front before long. The colts are doing 
well. You will hear all in good time what we intend 
doing," said Eric. 

Hector Norton had got Into a bad set, and Dick 
Banks was not far out in his estimation of Hector's 
companions. 

Since Ruth Caunton rejected his addresses, 
Hector Norton had plunged into a whirl of 
dissipation. He led a fast life in Nottingham, 
and attended race meetings, and bet heavily 
whenever he had the opportunity. He also 
gambled at cards, played billiards and pool, 
drank more champagne than was good for him, 
and spent money in a reckless manner. When 
he ran short of ready money he borrowed, and 
the interest he paid was heavy. 

Hector Norton's conscience troubled him at 
times, and he tried to drown its voice in a round 
of gaiety and excess. 
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He knew he had behaved in a scandalous 
manner over the Beechwood burglary affair, and 
his meeting with Eric Fairfield at Epsom had not 
improved his temper. 

He lost a large sum on Nobleman, and he 
plunged to make a recovery, with the usual result 
that he only went deeper into the mire. 

He left off after the last race a heavy loser on 
the day, and returned to London in anything but 
an enviable frame of mind. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

AN ARRANGEMENT. 

Hector Norton had not overstated his case 
to Eric Fairfield when he said he was in difficulties, 
and that "the governor would not fork out." 

Mr. Norton senior had firmly declined to pay 
Hector's gambling debts. 

"They are not legal debts," said Mr. Norton. 
" You will not get into trouble over them, and I 
decline to pay money lost in gambling on horses. 
You must get out of the difficulty the best way 
you can." 

And Hector tried to mend matters by betting 
still more recklessly. He lost heavily over the 
Derby week, and remained in London longer than 
there was any necessity for him to do so. 

He managed to enter into an amicable arrange- 
ment with his creditors, who agreed to give him 
time. One man, Sirus Cohen, to whom Hector 
owed about five hundred pounds, was obstinate, and 
told Hector plainly he must have his money in a 
month. 

"Can't be done, Sirus," said Hector. "You'll 
have to wait as the others have arranged to do." 

M 
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"I have waited, Mr. Norton," said Sirus. "You 
promised to let me have a couple of hundred to 
settle with over the Derby. I had a bad book on 
that race. I laid the full amount against the 
winner, and lost over Nobleman for a place." 

" Sorry to hear it Sirus, but I can*t help you. Til tell 
you what I will do, and it may be of some use to you." 

"What have you got on now?" asked Sirus. 

"You have heard of Squire Arden, of Arden 
Hall?" asked Hector. 

" Oh, yes. He raced a good deal in former 
times. What about him ? " asked Sirus. 

"They have a couple of colts in training there, 
real good ones. I have seen them," said Hector. 

"Well," said Sirus. 

"Ned Caunton trains them, and he fancies one 
of them will win the St. Leger. Mr. Arden has 
made up his mind to have a cert for that race. 
Caunton tells me Primrose is the better of the 
pair. You could get forty to one about Primrose 
for the Leger now." 

" Much good that would do me if the horse did 
not come into the market," said Sirus. 

" But he will come into the market. Listen to 
me, Sirus. We live on the next estate to Arden 
Hall, and I hear all that goes on there. If you 
will deal fairly by me over that amount I owe you, 
I will give you all the information I can about 
Squire Arden's horses," said Hector. 

*' These colts may be only moderates," said 
Sirus. " Are you quite sure Ned Caunton has a 
good opinion of them ? " 
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"Certain," said Hector. *'He told me so 
N himself/' 

"Would he tell you the truth?" asjced Sirus. 

"Yes," replied Hector. "I am engaged to his 
daughter, and he would not tell me anything 
wrong." 

" Oh, that's different," said Sirus. " Strange to 
say, I've heard a whisper about these colts myself. 
I heard the Squire, as you call him, was trying to 
engage a crack jockey to ride for him. Cannon 
Ball was the name of the colt, I believe ! " 

"That is one of them," said Hector, "but 
Primrose is the better of the pair." 

" I don't want to be hard on you, Mr. Norton," 
said Sirus, "and if you can give me any informa- 
tion about these Arden colts I will not press you 
for the money." 

" I will give you all the information I can," said 
Hector. " If there is a real good thing on, I 
should like to stand in with you for a trifle." 

"And work off your debts that way," said 
Sirus. "Cool, is it not?" 

" I must get a win somehow," said Hector, 
"I'm regularly stumped." 

It was not a very neighbourly action, on the 
part of Hector Norton, to offer to supply a man 
like Sirus Cohen with information about Squire 
Arden's horses. 

Sirus Cohen would not have thought Hector 
Norton's information worth much, had he not 
known Ned Caunton was an exceedingly clever 
trainer) and that inquiries had been made about a 

M 2 
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good jockey to ride Mr. Arden's colt in the St. 
Leger. 

The sporting papers had made public the news 
that there were a couple of promising colts being 
trained in private at Arden Hall by Ned Caunton, 
and that the better of the pair was considered by the 
trainer to have a good outside chance in the St. 
Leger. 

Ned Caunton's judgment was considered good 
enough to be worthy of notice, as in years gone by 
the trainer had been a very well-known man. It was 
seldom a Leger candidate was trained in private, and 
this, combined with numerous rumours and the 
fashionable breeding of the colts, was enough to 
cause inquiries to be made about them. 

Hector Norton put little faith in the merits of 
the Arden colts, and he was prejudiced against 
them. Still this did not prevent his giving Sirus 
Cohen a glowing account of them to serve his own 
ends. 

He meant to have a dash on Nobleman for the 
Eclipse Stakes, provided all went well with the 
horse. 

When he returned to Beechwood, Hector Norton 
found his father in anything but an enviable frame of 
mind. Truth to tell, the firm of Norton and Son 
had not prospered so well of late, and several of 
Robert Norton's speculations, to make matters 
worse, had turned out badly. 

Hector Norton troubled himself very little about 
the finances of Norton and Son. He drew a 
certain income out of the business and left the 
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financing to his father. He had no idea the. firm 
was in low water, yet such was the case. 

Robert Norton had spent a large sum of money on 
Beechwood, and he had also lived in an ostenta- 
tious manner^ in order to gain a position in the 
county. 

Although the business of Norton and Son was still 
a pi'ofitable one, it could not stand the constant 
drain. 

Robert Norton had no wish for his affairs to be. 
made public, but he thought it might influence his 
son and cause him to be less extravagant if he gave^ 
him to understand the business was not so good as 
in former days. 

Robert Norton made the mistake of only telling 
Hector part of the truth, and this he related in such 
a lame fashion, that Hector fancied it was merely an 
effort on his father's part to alarm him and thus 
check his expenditure. Mrs. Norton and the girls 
were in total ignorance of any change, and they 
regarded Norton and Son as one of the wealthiest 
firms in Nottingham. 

It was lucky for Robert Norton his wife was an 
economical woman, and she kept down the household 
expenses wonderfully, and yet there was no lack of 
anything. 

The Misses Norton dressed well, and rode and 
drove good horses, and the county people generally 
regarded them as the daughters of a rich, self-made, 
man. 

Robert Norton had faced difficulties before, and 
he could face them again. 
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His insatiable ambition to become a county 
magnate, however, caused him to overrun his dis- 
cretion. 

He did not mean to economise and give up 
Beechwood. He determined instead to launch out 
in his business and endeavour to retrieve his 
losses in speculations. 

Of all this his family were kept entirely in the 
dark, and Robert Norton's reduced fortune was a 
matter known only to himself. 

It was known in business circles that he had 
met with heavy reverses, but the general opinion 
was that he was well able to stand them. 

Eric Fairfield was the last person who might 
have been expected to hear of Robert Norton's 
heavy losses, and yet he did hear. 

He had, how^ever, no idea of the extent of 
those losses, and if Robert Norton had been 
utterly ruined, it would have made no difference 
in his feelings towards Nora. 

Robert Norton's opposition to Nora's engagement 
to Eric had gradually ceased. 

"She's the youngest," he thought, "and I 
might as well let him have her. He'll be a bit 
surprised I fancy when I decline to settle an in- 
come upon her." 

Consequently he had given an ungracious assent 
to Nora's engagement, and with that she had to 
remain content. 

Nora soon discovered something was wrong be- 
tween her brother and Eric. She loved Hector, and 
it pained her to see the estrangement between them. 
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She questioned Hector, but he gave her no 
satisfaction. 

He merely said he was unaware that Eric bore 
him any ill-feeling ; he certainly had none towards 
him. 

Eric was more truthful, and frankly confessed 
Hector had done something of which he (Eric) 
could not approve. 

'*What that something is, Nora, you must pardon 
me for not saying.*' 

"I am sure there is some mistake, Eric," said 
Nora. '* Hector would never be guilty of any dis- 
honourable act." 

" I honour you for your loyalty to your brother/' 
said Eric, "but I regret to say, Nora, I cannot 
hold the good opinion I formerly had of him." 

Ruth Caunton and Nora Norton were great 
friends, and Nora confided in her, and related 
how pained she felt at the disagreement between 
her brother and Eric. 

Ruth gathered from this that Eric had learnt the 
facts about Hector's connection with Amy Jackson, 
and she did not wonder at his honest nature re- 
belling against Hector Norton's conduct. 

She sided with Eric, and Nora Norton became 
painfully aware that the feeling at Arden was all 
against her brother, 

*' I cannot think how it is Hector has made so 
many enemies," she said to Ruth. 

" Perhaps if your brother enlightened you as to 
his conduct you would agree with me he is not 
all you have pictured him," said Ruth. 
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"But surely you can tell me what has turned 
you against him," said Nora. " I fancied at one 
time I should have you for a sister, Ruth." 

"Had your brother's conduct been different such 
might have been the case," said Ruth ; *' but I could 
never regard him with the same feelings again. 
I am sorry to pain you, Nora; but it need not 
make any difference in our friendship, and I trust 
it will not." 

** Hector, I am sure you have done something 
both Ruth Caunton and Eric think exceedingly 
wrong," said Nora to him the evening after she 
had seen Ruth. 

" I wish you would not continually harp on this 
subject," said Hector. '' If you cannot trust me, 
Nora, I can only say you had better side with the 
opposition. As regards Ruth Caunton, I do not 
think she treated me fairly. She gave me every 
encouragement, and when I asked her to be my 
wife she certainly gave me the impression I should 
receive a favourable answer. Why she jilted me 
I do not know. Perhaps Mr. Fairfield influenced 
her ; I believe his opinion carries great weight in 
that quarter. If I were in your position I should 
not be perfectly satisfied with the very excellent 
terms Ruth and Eric are upon with each other." 

** I can trust Eric," said Nora. '* He and Ruth, 
you are well aware, are very old friends. If you 
try to make mischief between us, it will not be 
worthy of you, Hector." 

** Tm not trying to make mischief," said Hector. 
" I merely remarked that Ruth and Eric were 
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very good friends. From what I see he is as 
partial to her society as yours." 

**You are very unkind," said Nora. She 
thought over her brother's words, and a feeling 
of uneasiness came over her. 

She loved Eric dearly, and the thought of any 
other woman coming between them troubled her. 
It had never occurred to her that Eric might be 
untrue to her, and she did not believe he would 
be. Nevertheless she could not help thinking 
over Hector's words. 

When Ruth Caunton finally declined Hector 
Norton's proposal, the Rev. Henry Burton felt 
a strange feeling of satisfaction. He admired 
Ruth immensely, and although considerably older 
he was by no means beyond a marriageable 
age. 

The Vicar of Arden had always been regarded as 
a confirmed bachelor, and it would have surprised 
everyone who knew him if they heard he contem- 
plated matrimony. 

No one would have been more surprised than 
Squire Arden and the vicar's housekeeper. 

The Rev. Henry Burton thought it was his dislike 
of Hector Norton's character made him regret there 
was a prospect of an engagement between Ruth and 
young Norton. 

When he knew there was not likely to be an 
engagement he realised that he had been wrong, and 
that regard for Ruth herself had caused the an- 
tagonistic feeling to the prospect of her becoming 
Mrs. Norton. 
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The vicar knew it would not be considered the 
proper thing for a man occupying the position he 
did to marry the daughter of Squire Arden's trainer. 

He smiled to himself as he pictured the righteous 
indignation of his Bishop when he heard of such 
an engagement. 

The Rev. Henry was not a conceited man, and 
he very much doubted if Ruth Caunton would give 
a proposal from himself a more favourable answer 
than Hector Norton had received. 

Ned Caunton remarked how wonderfully interested 
" the parson " was in the Squire's colts, and how 
frequently he called at Ivy Cottage to inquire after- 
their prospects. 

'' I believe the parson means having a wager on 
Cannon Ball for the Leger,'' he said to Ruth. *' He's 
mightily interested in that colt's welfare." 

*^ Mr. Burton naturally wishes the Squire to 
succeed in winning the Leger, on which he has set 
his heart," said Ruth. *^ Mr. Burton is different 
from most clergymen. There is very little nonsense 
about him, father." 

'^ You are a great admirer of his," said Ned. 

"I certainly do admire him," said Ruth. "He is 
one of the most manly men I know. He is a good 
man, too, and we could not have a better Vicar of 
Arden." 

" There I agree with you," said Ned, " Why a 
parson should not like horses I don't know. I 
remember Parson King winning the Leger with 
Apology. I'm blest if I don't think Parson Burton 
would rejoice to win a Leger himself." 
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"I think he would prefer to seethe Squire win 
It," said Ruth. 

"It's my belief," said Ned to himself, "that Mr. 
Henry Burton is smitten with my Ruth, " He's a 
good bit older than she is. Fancy my daughter 
being the wife of the Vicar of Arden." 

The mere thought of such a possibility, made Ned 
Caunton laugh heartily. 

" She'd make him an excellent wife, all the 
same," said Ned, "but whatever would Mrs. 
Barnett say? Oh, lor! I fancy I see her face 
when she receives the announcement. The 
parson would n^ver have the courage to tell 
her. He'd have to do it by deputy. I wonder 
what the odds are against the double, Cannon Ball 
for the Leger and my lass for the parson's 
matrimonial stakes ? " 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
AT S.ANDOWN PARK. 

Squire Arden did not often venture up to 
London, but he meant seeing Primrose run for the 
Eclipse Stakes. 

A trial at Arden resulted in Primrose beating 
Cannon Ball and Honeydrop, and Ned Caunton 
reluctantly decided to run Priiiirose for the Eclipse 
Stakes instead of Cannon Ball. 

" Can't make it out, Mr. Eric/' said Ned, " Tm 
sure Cannon Ball is the better colt. He's not 
quite wound up I expect, but he'll be our horse for 
the St. Leger, mark my words." 

" Have another trial," suggested Eric. " It won't 
do to throw away such a chance as an Eclipse 
Stakes of ten thousand pounds." 

'* rd much rather let it stand as it is," said Ned 
Caunton. " Another trial might take the racing out 
of Primrose. He can't stand as much as Cannon 
Ball. That is one reason I prefer Cannon Ball for 
the St. Leger. I shall be able to give him a lot of 
work." 

" Do as you think best," said Eric. "The Squire 
leaves it entirely to you." 
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Hector Norton heard Primrose won the trial, and 
wrote to Sirus Cohen accordingly, urging that worthy 
to get on to Primrose for the St. Leger at once, as if 
he won the Eclipse Stakes he would come to very 
short odds. 

Sirus Cohen, when he received Hector's letter, 
took a few hundreds at forty to one about Primrose 
for the Leger, and when the Eclipse betting 
opened, backed the colt to win him five hundred. 

" If he wins the Eclipse Stakes, it is good enough 
to put the money on him for the Leger," thought 
Sirus. 

Squire Arden was somewhat surprised when he 
saw in the betting quotations in the morning paper 
that Primrose had been backed for the Eclipse 
Stakes. 

" Who the deuce can have backed him," said the 
Squire. " No one knew about the trial." 

" I told Hector Norton if he wanted to bet on the 
Eclipse, Primrose had a chance. He asked me for 
the information, and, although we are not very 
good friends, I hardly liked to refuse him," said 
Eric. 

"Then you may depend upon it he has backed 
the colt. Not that it matters much," said Squire 
Arden, "the stake will be quite enough for me. 
If Primrose wins, I can afford to stand a large 
stake for the Leger." 

Sandown Park is an attractive racecourse. 

Squire Arden although he loved the old-fashioned 
courses had to confess Sandown was a vast im- 
provement upon them in many respects. 
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He journeyed to Sandown by train, from Water- 
loo to Esher with Eric, preferring this to driving, 
although more than one member of the club 
would have been proud to have Squire Arden on 
the box seat of his coach. 

'^By Jove, Eric, this is something like a course," 
said the Squire, who had not seen Sandown Park 
before, as he looked out of the carriage window as 
the train drew up at Esher. 

"Yes, it's a fine place," said Eric, ''but wait 
until you are on the stand that will give you a 
better idea of the beauties of the scenery." 

Sandown Park is situated in the midst of sylvan 
scenery, and the view from the stand, is over an 
extensive country, splendidly wooded and forming 
a charming landscape. 

" It is charming," said Squire Arden, as he sur- 
veyed the scene from the lawn. "Well laid out, 
too. Which is the Eclipse Course, Eric?" 

" Look to your left," said Eric. " They start 
against those trees, then race round by the cottage, 
along the railway side, round thatt far bend on the 
right, and then finish up the straight, opposite the 
club enclosure. The track lower down is for 
the five-furlong straight races. You cannot see 
the finish so well from here." 

"Just a mile and a quarter, the Eclipse," said the 
Squire. 

" About a mile and a quarter," said Eric. " They 
ought to go at top pace most of the way." 

" Finish on a slight rise," said the Squire. 
"That will try their mettle." 
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"Yes," I'm glad we secured Findon to ride. 
He's one of the best of our northern jockeys, and I 
always like to see them given a chance against the 
southern men." 

"Findon has a good reputation/' said the Squire, 
"and Ned Caunton says we could not have secured 
a better man. He is very anxious for me to en- 
gage him to ride in the St. Leger." 

'*I should certainly do so, uncle," said Eric. 
"This is an unexpected pleasure," said Sir 
William Singleton, master of the Rufford Hounds, 
as he held out his hand to Squire Arden. " I knew 
you had a colt engaged in the big event, but I did 
not anticipate seeing you here." 

" There's a bit of life left in me yet, Sir 
William," said the Squire. " It is the first time 
I have been at Sandown Park." 

"What do you think of it?" asked Sir 
William. 

"It is splendid. I honestly confess it has 
surprised me. Racing and racecourses have 
changed vastly since I was running horses," said 
the Squire. 
"Alterations for the better," said Sir William. 
"The Duke of Ollerton is present, I see," said 
the Squire. " I know his Grace is fond of a 
good horse. He ought to look over Primrose 
in the paddock. I should like his opinion of the 
colt." 

" I am sure he will be very pleased to see 
you here," said Sir William. "His Grace has no 
greater respect for any man in our county." 
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" We will go and have a peep at Primrose," 
said the Squire. " You can mention the matter 
to his Grace." 

"Most certainly,** said Sir William. 

"The Duke is a good judge, Eric," said the 
Squire. " He has one of the best studs in 
England as you know. I should like his opinion 
of Primrose before the race." 

Squire Arden was recognised by many people 
as he made his way with Eric to the paddock. 

He had been a familiar figure in days gone by 
on the racecourse, and racing men have wonder- 
ful good memories for faces. 

" I hope your colt will win, Mr. Arden," said a 
well-known bookmaker. 

" Thank you, Dick," laughed the Squire. " I 
gu. ss from that you have a good book if he gets 
home." 

"I have," said the bookmaker. "Not laid 
more than five hundred against yours." 

" That's Squire Arden, owner of Primrose," 
said a fine - looking man to the well - dressed 
lady by his side. 

" What a splendid old gentleman," said the lady, 
as she glanced at the still erect and stalwart 
figure of the Squire. 

Many people turned to look at Squire Aiden 
and his nephew, as they went towards the 
paddock. They were men likely to attract 
attention. There was that indefinable something 
in their bearing which denoted they were 
gentlemen. 
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" How fond of the old gentleman that good- 
looking young man is," said a charming girl to 
her escort." 

" Good-looking. Don't see much in his looks 
to admire," said her companion. 

**Then you are a bad judge. He is a hand- 
some man, and so is his father — if it is his father," 
she answered. 

Eric was not unlike his uncle, and they might 
well have been taken for father and son. 

Not aware that they attracted any particular 
attention, Squire Arden and Eric walked across 
the paddock, to Primrose^s box, which was at the 
far side. 

Ned Caunton and a couple of lads from Arden 
had come over with Primrose, so the colt was 
well looked after. 

" How is he, Ned ? " asked the Squire. 

" Couldn't be better. Squire," replied the trainer. 
**He's as quiet as a lamb, and has settled down 
comfortably. The journey has done him no harm. 
Bring him out, Toby; a walk round won't hurt 
him, and he takes no notice of crowds." 

The lad addressed as Toby brought Primrose 
out, and as he did so Sir William Singleton and 
the Duke of Ollerton came up. 

" Very pleased to see you at Sandown, Squire 
Arden/' said the Duke, shaking him heartily by 
the hand. ** You do not often come so far 
south." 

*' No, your Grace," said the Squire. '' My 
nephew induced me to come. He is confident 

N 
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about Primrose winning, and said I must be 
there to see the colours first past the post. This 
is my nephew, your Grace." 

"We have met before," said the Duke, smiling 
as he shook Eric by the hand. '* Not many 
followers of the Rufford are unacquainted with 
him. He rides well to hounds." 

"Your Grace is very kind to say so," replied 
Eric. " I like to ride straight when I have a 
good horse under me." 

"Nothing like it," said the Duke. "Ride 
straight and keep straight is a good motto." 

" What a fine colt ! " he said, as he looked 
at Primrose. "One of your own breeding, 
Squire ? " 

"Yes, your Grace. His dam is one of the best 
mares I ever owned," said the Squire. 

"Indeed," said the Duke; "where did you get 
her from?" 

"I bought her as a yearling at one of your 
Grace's sales," said the Squire. 

The Duke looked with additional interest at 
Primrose. 

"Walk him round," said Ned to the lad. 

Primrose moved freely, and had a hard, tho- 
roughly fit look about him that pleased the 
Duke. 

" He reflects credit on his trainer," said the 
Duke. 

"No doubt about it," remarked Sir William. 
"I thought your Grace w^ould be pleased with the 
colt." 
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"I hope he will win you the race," said 
the Duke. **I wish you luck with him, Squire. 
I shall certainly have a trifle on him." 

" I'm glad he likes Primrose," said the Squire. 
"He is not the man merely to express an opinion 
to please me. He means it, Eric. I'm feeling 
quite excited. It is hke old times. Eric, my 
lad, I've a notion we shall about win this 
race." 

"I am confident myself," said Eric, ''and so is 
Ned." 

"We have a good chance from what I have seen of 
the other horses in the paddock," said Ned. ** Noble- 
man is the best I should say. He looks very fit, and 
may prove bad to beat." 

** On his Derby form he has a chance," said Eric. 
" I saw him when second to Simonsen, and as I told 
you, Ned, I think he ought to have won. He is 
favourite for this race, I believe." 

"There's Hector Norton," said the Squire. "Who 
is that fellow with him ? " 

" Looks like a money-lender," said Eric. 

"What do you know about money-lenders?" asked 
the Squire. 

" Very little, I am glad to say," replied Eric with a 
laugh. 

Hector Norton's companion was Sirus Cohen, and 
they were on the look out for Primrose. 

" There's the colt," said Hector. " Got a chance 
no doubt, but I fancy Nobleman." 

" Then what made you tell me to back Primrose 
for the Leger?" asked Cohen. 

N 2 
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** Because you will have excellent hedging money 
even if Primrose only runs into a place/' said 
Hector. 

'* I like the cut of the colt," said Cohen. " He's a 
better shaped 'un than Nobleman." 

**I said I would back Nobleman, when he ran 
second in the Derby," said Hector, "and I'll not be 
run off him. I shall put enough to save me on 
Primrose, and if Arden's horse wins I'll back him 
for the Leger." 

" It stands to reason if Primrose can win to-day, 
he must beat Nobleman in the Leger without the 
extra distance will make a difference," said Cohen. 

Racing had commenced, and as the Eclipse Stakes 
was the third event on the card, Squire Arden 
became anxious, and wished the race was over. 

The Eclipse Stakes meant more to him than Eric 
imagined. The large stake would give him ready 
money which he was sorely in need of. If Primrose 
won he would be able to speculate on the Leger, and 
stand to win a heavy slake. 

"You look anxious, uncle," said Eric. "I hope 
the excitement of the race will not be too much for 
you." 

"I certainly am anxious," said the Squire. " It is 
some years since I had a horse running. The old 
sensations are upon me again, and after this lapse of 
time, they come new to me. By the way, Eric, ttU 
Findon to win easily if he can, and not draw the 
finish too fine. We shall have a better chance of 
knowing what Cannon Ball can do, if Primrose is 
ridden out." 
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**I win tell him," said Eric. "I am sure he will 
not throw a chance away. You remain here until I 
return, and win or lose, uncle, we will watch the race 
together." 

** That's right, my boy," said the Squire, "and I 
hope we shall see Primrose come in first. Now 
leave me, and go and see Ned and Findon." 
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. CHAPTER XVII. 

THE ECLIPSE STAKES. 

As usual with these big ten-thousand-pound races, 
there was a small field, eight horses only being 
announced as runners. 

These mammoth stakes have not attained the 
popularity of a Derby or St. Leger, and are not as 
attractive as such handicaps as the Cesarewitch and 
Cambridgeshire. 

It costs a considerable sum to run horses in these 
events, and most racing men prefer a dash on a 
handicap where the betting is more open, and there 
is a chance of winning a big stake at long odds. 

The first two races were over, and had resulted in 
favour of the ring, and backers were eager to go for a 
recovery on Nobleman, who was regarded as having 
a chance second to none. The French horse, Gol- 
fonzo, was well backed, and many men from across 
the channel were present to see him run, and back 
their countryman's horse. Let Me Alone, a four, 
years-old, carried top weight — gst. lolb. Primrose 
had gst. lib., and Cambria, who ran in the popular 
red and white sleeves of Lord EUesmere, had gst. 61b. 
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The remainder, including Nobleman and Golfonzo, 
carried gst. lib., and were named Cromwell, Fer- 
nando, and Prince Paul. 

Eric hurried across the paddock, where Ned 
Caunton was putting Primrose to rights. Findon, 
in Squire Arden's black jacket, white sleeves, and 
black cap, stood looking on with his top coat hiding 
the colours. 

" How do you like the look of him, Findon ? " 
asked Eric. 

** If he's as good as he looks he ought to run well," 
replied the jockey. 

" The Squire wishes you to win easily if you can," 
said Eric. *' He means do not ride a close finish if 
you can help it. We have another colt at Arden, 
and want to make no mistake about the St. Leger 
trial. You will ride for us in the Leger, I suppose, 
Findon ? " 

" Certainly, if Mr. Arden wishes me to do so. I 
have no definite engagement at present. I would 
sooner ride for your uncle than anyone," said 
Findon. 

" I am glad to hear you say so," replied Eric. " I 
am sure he will engage you, and give you a choice 
of mounts. It will be better for you to come to 
Arden, and ride in the Leger trial after this race* 
You will then be able to tell exactly which of the 
colts you prefer." 

Ned Caunton having saddled Primrose, the lad 
walked him about until it was time to go to the 
post. Ned Caunton came across to Eric and 
Findon. 



Digitized 



by Google 



l84 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

'* Be sure and keep him as quiet as you can at the 
post," Ned said to the jockey. " Don't break away 
with him if you can help it, but when you think there 
IS a chance dash off and keep well to the front. 
Don't ride a waiting race. Most of them will be 
waiting, and if you think the pace is not strong 
enough, make it yourself. Primrose will stay every 
inch of the distance, and he was tried with his 
weight up." 

*' I will do exactly as you wish," said Findon. 
'' I always ride for a good place at the home turn 
on this course." 

" Mind and keep clear of the rails. Don't get 
blocked. I should like to see you round the bend 
for home with a good lead if possible. If you 
are in front there, Findon, with a couple of 
lengths to the good they'll never catch you," 
said Ned. 

"There goes the bell," said Eric. "I must go 
and look after the Squire." 

He waited to see Findon in the saddle, and 
then hurried across the paddock. 

It was a brilliant scene as the horses filed but 
of the enclosure on to the track. 

The members' lawn was thronged with a well- 
dressed fashionable crowd of people. 

The sun was shining gloriously, and a soft, cool 
breeze made the heat less overpowering. 

Under such favourable circumstances it was not 
to be wondered the ladies had dressed in summer 
costumes, and the many-hued colours constantly 
changing as their wearers moved about made 
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a picture of dazzling brilliancy not easily for- 
gotten. 

His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales was 
present in the royal stand, and, as usual, took 
great interest in all that was going on. 

A fashionable party occupied the balcony upon 
which the Prince was quietly smoking a cigar, and 
looking with an amused smile upon the crowd below. 

The dark foliage of the trees at the rear of 
the lawn contrasted well with the gay colours 
worn by the ladies. The band of the Scots 
Guards played near the flagstaff, and the scene was 
one of animation and excitement. 

Tattersairs enclosure was packed, and the roar 
of the ring could be heard as the bookmakers 
shouted the odds. ■« 

Across the course the enclosure for coaches be- 
longing to members of the club was well patronised, 
and thousands of people lined the railings reaching 
down nearly to the home turn. 

As the horses filed down the track for the 
parade, a rush was made Jto the fences to catch 
a passing glimpse of the competitors. 

Some of the horses were being led past the 
enclosures, but Primrose had no one at his head, 
and Findon sitting easily on him walked him 
quietly along. 

One man on the course near the carriage en- 
closures, looked earnestly at Primrose and the 
familiar colours of Squire Arden. 

"I hope he wins. Good luck to you and your 
horse. Squire." 
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It was Hiram Jackson murmured this wish. He 
had come to Sandown Park on the off chance of 
earning a few shillings by selling race-cards, and 
doing odd jobs about the carriages. 

He had caught sight of Squire Arden and Eric in 
the enclosure, and had also seen Hector Norton. 

Hiram knew there was little chance of his being 
seen by them, and he kept well out of the way 
in the rear of the carriages. The noise in the 
ring became louder. It was the pencillers' last 
opportunity of getting money into their books, 
as the horses were now at the post. 

"Two to one Nobleman." 

"Three to one Cambria." 

''Five to one Golfonzo." 

" Here, eight to one bar three. Any price some 
of these runners." 

*' Prince Paul?" 

'' Yes, sir. Fifty to one." 

" A hundred to two. Thank you, sir. Two 
quid found," said the bookmaker to his clerk as 
he pocketed the money. 

" What price Primrose ? " asked Eric. 

*' Eight to one, sir ; eighty to ten. Thank you, 
sir." 

It was the only wager Eric had on the race, 
and he was quite satisfied. He had been so 
engrossed in the preliminaries that he had neg- 
lected having a bet until the horses were at 
the post. 

*' I took eighty to ten," said Eric, as he 
rejoined the Squire. 
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"You have put quite enough on," said Mr. 
Arden. *' A ten-pound note should always be 
your limit, Eric." 

**If I win the eighty," said Eric, "it goes on 
our best for the Leger. You do not object to 
that?" 

"No," said the Squire, "you can play with 
the bookmakers' money, my boy, but never make 
ducks and drakes of your own." 

A break away and Golfonzo galloped a couple 
of furlongs before he could be pulled up. 

Another attempt, but Mr. Arthur Coventry was 
not satisfied, and the flag still remained up. 

Findon found Primrose inclined to be restive 
after these two false starts. 

"I hope they go next time," he thought. 
"They're off. Good start." 

No false start this time. 

"Well done, Findon," said Ned Caunton to 
himself. "Couldn't have been better. Keep your 
place, my lad." 

Prince Paul rushed off with the lead, much to 
the joy of the sanguine backer who had taken 
a hundred to two about his chance. Already he 
had visions of what he would do when he 
handled that easily made century. 

Golfonzo followed the outsider, and then came 
Primrose with Cambria, Nobleman, Let Me 
Alone, and Cromwell abreast, and Fernando whip, 
ping in. 

Past the cottage they galloped, and along the 
railway side, and here Prince Paul fell back. 
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Findon felt Primrose was going strong, and 
he went up to Golfonzo, and the pair raced 
together. 

** We're going well, Eric/' said the Squire, 
whose eyesight was remarkably keen for his 
age. 

''And the pace is hot," said Eric. "I hope 
Primrose will last it out.'' 

"He's as likely to last as the others," said 
the Squire. "Where's Nobleman?" 

"Coming up now," said Eric. "Maiden's 
going to bring him with a rush at the finish." 

The favourite was going well, but kept too far 
out of his ground to please his backers. 

"Maiden's mad," growled Hector Norton. 
"What the deuce can he be about letting 
Primrose steal a march like that." 

Maiden, however was riding to orders, and doing 
his best to win. 

" Look uncle," said Eric, excitedly. 

Squire Arden almost shouted in his excitement, 
as he saw the Magpie Jacket dash to the front, 
come round the bend like a flash, and enter 
the straight with a clear couple of lengths 
lead. 

"Well done, Findon," said Ned." 

"The fellow's a fool to bring a horse there," 
said the man next to him. 

"You'll see whether he's much of a fool at the 
finish," said Ned. 

"There, what did I tell you. Look at Noble- 
man," said the man. 
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The favourite had made up his ground fast, and 
was now closing on the Frenchman. 

The excitement was becoming intense, and 
already the favourite looked all over a winner. 

" Nobleman wins/' shouted Hector Norton, ex^ 
citedly. 

'*He's not won yet," said Sirus Cohen, who 
stood close to him. 

" Look how he's overhauling the leaders," said 
Hector. 

"And Primrose will take a bit of catching with 
the lead he's got," said Sirus. 

''I'll bet you a pony Nobleman wins," said 
Hector. 

" All right," said Sirus. " It can go down with 
the rest." 

The race at this point was most interesting. 

Primrose held the lead, and Nobleman had just 
disposed of Golfonzo, the Frenchman being 
beaten. 

Squire Arden felt every pulse in his body tingle, 
as he saw the favourite bearing down on Primrose. 
What a terrible time it seemed to be before the 
winning post was reached. 

The up - hill finish commenced to tell on 
Primrose, and Findon dared not press him 
harder. 

A hundred yards from the judge's box Findon 
saw Nobleman's head creeping up alongside of 
him. It was now or never. If he did not rouse 
Primrose for a final effort he felt the favourite 
would beat him. 
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'* Don't use the whip if you can possibly help 
it," Ned Caunton had said to him. 

Findon was riding his hardest, and, as yet, 
he had not raised his whip. 

To hundreds of people he seemed to be winning 
easily, and yet the jockey knew it would be 
touch and go at the finish. 

Maiden was hard at- the favourite, who responded 
gamely. The remainder of the field were hopelessly 
out of it. 

Squire Arden could not speak. He looked at the 
great battle between these thoroughbreds, and 
thought it was as fine a sight as he had ever seen. 
He almost forgot what he had at stake in his eager- 
ness to see the best horse win. It was this feeling 
which made Squire Arden popular and beloved. 
He liked to see the best man prosper, just as he 
loved to see a good horse win, no matter whether 
he was a gainer or loser thereby. 

What shouting and cheering on the stands. 
People cheered without cause, merely following 
the example of others. The enthusiasm was con- 
tagious, and everyone was in a flutter of excite- 
ment. 

On came Primrose and Nobleman. 

They were racing their best to win. With nostrils 
extended, necks stretched, every nerve and sinew 
in their bodies strained to the utmost tension, the 
gallant horses struggled on. 

They were as eager to win as their riders. Their 
thoroughbred blood revolted at the idea of defeat. 

Inch by inch the ground was contested. 
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Nobleman drew level, and the pair were locked 
together. 

"Now," thought Findon, as he saw the judge's 
box a few yards in front, *' I must do it." 

He raised his whip, gave Primrose a powerful cut, 
and the colt responded with a last effort. 

It was just in time. Past the judge's box they 
flashed, and the bearer of the Magpie Jacket had 
won by a head. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A POPULAR WIN. 

Although Primrose was not favourite there could 
not have been a more popular win. 

Volleys of cheers greeted horse and rider, and 
Squire Arden was congratulated on all sides. 

To him it was a glorious win. He felt elated to 
think a horse of his own breeding, and trained pri- 
vately at Arden, should win such an important race 
as the Eclipse Stakes. 

The success of the once famous Magpie Jacket on 
its first reappearance on the racecourse was much 
commented upon, and Squire Arden was overjoyed 
to see those beloved colours first past the post. 

He had not taken the old jacket out of its frame 
at Arden ; he meant that to be carried on his best 
colt in the St. Leger. 

Sir William Singleton was one of the first to 
congratulate him, and the Duke of Ollerton was 
evidently pleased, and did not conceal his satisfaction 
at the result. 

*' I have a request to make, Mr. Arden," said the 
Duke. 
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''It IS granted if it is within my power," said 
the Squire. 

'* The Prince wishes to congratulate you person- 
ally," said the Duke. 

" I am honoured," replied the Squire. " I will 
accompany your Grace." 

Eric was highly pleased at the honour done his 
uncle. 

The Prince received Squire Arden in his usual 
courteous and affable manner. It was his ami- 
ability under all circumstances that had won for His 
Royal Highness the love of his future subjects, and 
none are more loyal to him than racing-men. 

"This IS a victory, Ned," said the Squire, when 
he returned to the paddock. **The first time of 
asking, too." 

A crowd had collected round Primrose, and looked 
with admiration at the colt. 

It is wonderful how a win increases a horse's 
popularity. 

Many men who did not give Primrose a show 
before the race were now loud in their praises of 
the colt, and said they always gave him a chance. 

Among these was Hector Norton, who boasted 
about having given Sirus Cohen the correct tip 
weeks ago. 

Cohen held his peace, and made no remark. If 
it pleased Hector Norton to brag, his doing so did 
him no harm. 

Hector Norton had not lost over the race, but he 
had not won, and he would have much preferred to 
see Nobleman land the stake. 
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However, he determined to make the best of it, 
and back Primrose heavily for the Leger. 

He offered his congratulations to the Squire, who 
was in such a good humour that he treated Hector 
cordially. 

"I hope you had a good win," said Hector to 
Eric. 

'' I don't bet heavily," was Eric's reply. " I had 
a ten-pound note on at eight to one. That was the 
extent of my transactions." 

Eric went to the telegraph ofHce, and sent off a 
wire to Arden Hall, and also one to Nora Norton, 
at Beechwood, in which he related the good news of 
Primrose's victory. 

'* We'll get back to town as soon as possible," 
said the Squire, '* and Ned will bring the colt home 
at once." 

Eric was nothing loath to go. The remaining 
races did not interest him. 

" We can take our own time, and walk leisurely 
across the course to the station," said Eric. 

They passed out of the paddock gate, and across 
the course. 

'* Hallo, Eric," shouted a cheery voice from one 
of the drags. 

Eric looked up and recognised an old school 
mate. 

"You, Harry, I thought you were fighting for 
your country in Egypt or Africa, or some other out- 
landish place! This is Harry Power, uncle, an old 
school chum." 

*'Very pleased to meet you," said the Squire. 
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"I must congratulate you on your win," Mr. 
Arden," said Harry, " I never saw a more popular 
victory. You must have been refreshed by those 
hearty cheers." 

" I was proud of them," said the Squire. " And 
so was Eric." 

" Look out there. Where the deuce are you going 
to?" shouted Harry Power to a man carrying a 
hamper, and w-ho knocked up against the Squire in 
his hurry. 

" It's a fellow we got to help with the hampers," 
added Harry. 

" Beg pardon, sir," said the man, as he looked 
up. 

*'What, Hiram Jackson," said the Squire, in 
amazement, "what are you doing here?" 

" Do you know the man ? " asked Harry Power, 
surprised. 

" He was a keeper at Arden once," said the 
Squire. "A very good man, and I was sorry to 
lose him." 

Hiram Jackson was moving away, when Squire 
Arden called to him. 

**Wait a moment, Jackson, I will speak to you 
directly." 

"Curious we should come across him here," 
said Eric. " I hope Hector won't see him." 

Hiram Jackson waited at the rear of the 
carriages, and Squire Arden and Eric joined 
him. 

The Squire questioned his former keeper 
closely, arid eventually, after much persuasion 

o 2 
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and in deference to Mr. Arden's wishes, Hiram, 
in a few brief words, told his story. 

"You must return to Arden at once," said 
the Squire. ** It is monstrous you should have 
been treated in this manner. I will allow no 
servant of mine — for such I still regard you — to 
suffer under such a false accusation." 

*' But if I return, sir," said Hiram, *' the story 
about my lass will come out, and I should not 
care for that." 

"I do not think you need have any fear of 
that," said the Squire. "When Hector Norton 
hears I have heard your story, he will take care 
you are not prosecuted." 

"His father will prosecute me," said Hiram. 

"He is the last man to take such a step," said 
the Squire. " He will do all he can to keep the 
story of his son's shameful conduct a secret. As 
regards Hecton Norton and your daughter, Hiram, 
we will see what can be done. My own opinion 
is she is better without him. He is not a man 
to be trusted. Here is five pounds, and return to 
Arden Hall at once, and resume your duties as 
gamekeeper." 

"You are very kind, sir," said Hiram. "I will 
return at once." 

" We shall be glad to have you back," said 
Eric. 

"What a scoundrel young Norton is," said the 
Squire to Eric, when they were in the train. 
" When we reach Arden no time must be lost in 
letting him know Jackson is returning. He must 
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break the news to his father. There will be no 
danger to Hiram when he learns the truth. He 
will have to withdraw his charge, and persuade 
the superintendent there is no necessity to proceed 
further. I should like to hear the calling over 
the coals he will get wh6n the superintendent 
hears of it/' 

"lam afraid Hector is a bad lot/' said Eric. " I 
am awfully sorry for Nora's sake; she is so 
attached to him/' 

" By-the-bye/' said the Squire, "I had almost 
forgotten about Nora. When are you going to be 
married ? " 

" The week after the Leger if you have no 
objection, uncle," said Eric. "Nora is agree- 
able/' 

*'The sooner the better/' said Squire Arden. 
'* Nora is a lovable girl. The best of the lot in 
my opinion/' 

*• If Cannon Ball is better than Primrose, as Ned 
thinks he is/' said Eric, '* the St. Leger ought to 
be a good thing for him/' 

*'It should be," said the Squire. "I shall run 
them both, and if Cannon Ball is the better of 
the pair, Findon shall wear the old jacket and win 
in it/' 

They remained in London for the Sunday, and, 
on Monday proceeded to Arden. 

It was not until the Squire alighted at the 
Great Northern Station, Newark, that he became 
fully aware how popular the win of Primrose in 
the Eclipse Stakes was. 
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He was congratulated on all sides, and at the 
Clinton Arms the Squire was received with a 
cheer, and champagne was called for, and his 
health heartily drank. Many were the good 
wishes showered upon him for the success of his 
colors in the St. Leger. 

When Arden was reached, the villagers turned 
but and cheered the Squire, who was immensely 
pleased at his reception. 

'* There's no doubt about the popularity of the 
win here," said Eric, smiling gladly at the thought 
of his uncle's pleasure in such a hearty welcome. 

At the Hall, Mrs. Fairfield had prepared another 
hearty reception, and with a moK.her's thoughtful 
ness she had invited Mrs. Norton and Nora to be* 
present to welcome Eric and the Squire home. 

The Rev. Henry Burton was there and also 
Ruth Caunton. 

" If I was not afraid of my bishop," said the 
vicar, " I believe I should have set the bells 
ringing. If you win the St. Leger, Squire, the 
demands of the villagers will be irresistible. If 
I do not have the bells ringing, then I am 
afraid they will break open the doors and set 
them going in spite of me." 

'*I am so glad, Eric," said Nora. ''How 
pleased your uncle must be." 

"He is," said Eric, ''and you are a dear good 
girl to come and welcome us home." 

" Glad to see you, Mrs. Norton," said the 
Squire, *' and Nora, too. Come and receive my 
blessing, young lady." 
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" There," said the Squire, as he kissed her, " I 
hope Eric is not jealous. If I were forty years 
younger I should feel inclined to try and cut him 
out, Nora." 

The Rev. Henry and Ruth Caunton were 
engaged in conversation, and the Squire, always 
ready for a joke at the vicar's expense, said : 

"Henry is making good use of his time. If you 
make the pace so warm in that quarter we shall 
have to set the bells going in 'earnest." 

Ruth Caunton flushed, but looked pleased, and 
the vicar replied readily : 

" You will have your little joke. Squire. I 
always take a favourable opportunity of saying a 
word or two in season to my parishoners." 

**I notice you generally bestow your words in 
season upon the best looking ladies of your 
congregation. Beware of him, Ruth. He is 
hankering after slippers or some other comfort- 
able article to ease his body. Do not be 
persuaded by his eloquence. Keep him at a 
safe distance. Middle-aged bachelor vicars and 
good-looking curates are dangerous," said the 
Squire. 

*' They would make a good match," whispered 
Mrs. Norton to Eric's mother. 

"I never thought of it in that light," said 
Mrs. Fairfield, with a smile. " Now you mention 
it, they are a handsome couple, and Ruth is a 
most estimable girl." 

" I have a surprise for you, William," she said 
to the Squire as she led the way to his room. 
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The framed magpie jacket had been gaily 
decorated with black and white ribbons, and in 
letters of gold over the top was the word 
*^ Primrose," and underneath " Eclipse Stakes," 
and the date. 

The Squire's eyes filled with the pleasure he 
felt. Everyone was so kind to him, and fortune 
had favoured him just at the right moment. 

** You are always thoughtful, Harriet," he 
said. " Nothing aould have given me more 
pleasure." 

They were very merry at Arden Hall, and Nora 
and her mother remained until the carriage came for 
them at ten o'clock. 

Eric and Nora had been left to themselves during 
the afternoon, and he had taken the opportunity to 
mention about their marriage. 

Nora was not happy at Beechwood, and she was 
nothing loath to let Eric have his own way, and 
accordingly, with the concurrence of Mrs. Norton, 
Mrs. Fairfield, and the Squire, the Wednesday 
following the St. Leger had been fixed upon as the 
day they were to be united. 

*'We have not long to wait now, Nora," said 
Eric. '* You will soon be my wife, and have your 
home at Arden. Do you think you will be happy 
with us here ? " 

**0h, yes, Eric. Everyone is so kind and good 
to me. And then, I love you very dearly. All I a«k 
is to be near you always, dear," said Nora. 

"And I shall strive to make your life happy, Nora, 
Do vou think I shall succeed ?" 
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" I am sure of it/' she replied. ** I hope I may 
prove myself worthy of you, Eric. 

'* And I of you, Nora," he said. '' We shall be 
very happy in the years to come." 

Mrs. Norton got on very well with the Squire. 

She amused him with her quaint^ outspoken 
sayings, and he knew she was a genuine, if not well 
educated, woman. 

She had tact enough not to mention her husband's 
name to the Squire, as she was well aware of the 
strained relations between them. 

When Mrs. Norton and Nora reached Beechwood 
they saw from Mr. Norton's face that something 
unusual had happened. 

'^I want to speak to you alone," he said to his 
wife. 

This in itself was an unusual request. It was 
seldom Robert Norton condescended to consult his 
wife upon anything. 

He entered his study, and Mrs. Norton followed, 
wondering what it could all mean. 

"Wi)atis the matter. Bob?" she asked, kindly. 

'• A good deal is the matter," he said. " I'm in a 
hole — a deuce of a hole — Bessie." 

Mrs. Norton's heart gave a jump. It was a long 
time since he had called her Bessie in the old tone 
he used in years gone by. Her honest Leart 
warmed to him at once. She forgot all his slights 
and fits of temper. He was "her Bob" again, and 
in trouble, and she meant to help him, 

*'Tell me all about it, Bob," she said. "Is it 
business ? " 
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"Yes, and bad business to. If I can't borrow ten 
thousand Fm ruined. If I can get that during the 
next couple of months I can keep going. The 
business is good enough, but Tve lost a heap of 
money lately,'' he said. 

*'As bad as this. Bob. You ought to have told 
me before. Why not sell Beechwood ? " 

"Can't," he groaned. "It's mortgaged up to 
the hilt." 

" We must face the worst together, Bob. 
We've done it in days gone by, and we'll dp it 
again. Don't be down-hearted, Bob. Two months 
is a long time. Something may turn up. Do 
you remember in the old days when we were 
down on our luck how we used to hope for a 
rise, and it generally came. Ten thousand is a 
heap of money, but you'll weather the storm. Bob, 
never fear," she said, putting her arm round hi^ 
neck. 

Robert Norton looked into his wife's honest, 
homely face, and said : 

" You're a good woman, Bessie. I wish I had been 
a different man. Prosperity spoilt me. I've 
never been happy in this big place. I wish I'd 
been kinder to you, Bessie. I've been a brute. If 
I get over this I'll be a different man. Can you 
forgive me?" 

"Forgive you. Bob," she said, "you know I will 
forgive you, but there's nothing to forgive. I . 
knew this sort of life did not suit you. We'll 
leave Beechwood and go to Nottingham. In 
a short time you'll pull round. Don't giv^ 
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in, Bob. We've weathered worse storms than this 
together." 

His wife's words cheered him. Robert Norton 
in adversity was a different being to the purse- 
proud boaster and would-be county magnate. 

''Leave me now, Bessie," he said. '*You 
have given me hope. I will try and pull 
round." 

Then a bit of his old worldliness crept out, and 
he asked: 

" When does Nora get married ? " 

"The week after the Leger," said Mrs. Norton. 

"That's better," said Robert Norton. "He 
might cry off if he heard about this business." 

"There you are wrong, Bob," she said, quickly. 
" Eric, I am certain, would do all in his power to 
help you, because you are Nora's father. He 
loves her dearly." 

"He thinks I'm a rich man," said Robert 
Norton. 

"I don't believe he's given it a thought," said 
his wife. 

"Perhaps not," said Robert Norton. "All the 
better for him if he has not, he will not be dis- 
appointed. Now leave me, Bessie." 

When Robert Norton was alone he sat examining 
papers and making calculations. 

He was quick at figures, and had a keen grasp of 
financial business, like many another man with 
only a smattering of education. 

" After an hour's "work, he looked at the clock 
and saw it was midnight. 
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" There's no help for it," he muttered. "I must 
raise ten thousand pounds somehow. There ought 
not to be much difficulty about it. When a firm's 
known to be shaky there's not much chance of 
obtaining money. I'll get it somehow. I've been 
a fool. I'm not cut out for a county swell, and I 
ought to have known it. There's one consolation, 
I shall have more sense in the future." 



Digitized 



by Google 



205 



CHAPTER XIX. 

AMONG THE PARTRIDGES. 

Hiram Jackson returned to Arden, and Hector 
Norton thought it best to make a clean breast of it 
to his father. 

This hg had done, and he was much surprise 1 at 
the manner in which his communication had been 
received. He had expected a scene. True his 
father had spoken harshly to him, but not at all as 
he anticipated. 

Robert Norton was considerably changed since he 
had got into financial difficulties. He regarded 
many things in a different light, and as Hector 
Norton was unaware of this he was surprised. 

Robert Norton listened to all Hector had to say, 
and then said : 

" You have behaved like a scoundrel. I did not 
think you would have been so base. The informa* 
tion against Jackson must be withdrawn at once. 
You had better see the superintendent about it your- 
self. I am sorry I was harsh with Amy Jackson. 
She must be attended to. Where is she ? " 

"How should I know?*' said Hector. 
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*' Don't answer me in that off hand manner/' said 
his father. *' You will have to find out where she is. 
What do you intend doing?" 

** How do you mean?'* asked Hector, amazed. 
What can I do?" 

" You know what you ought to do/' said his father. 
"It is not for me to tell you. You have made your 
otvn bed, and ought to lie on it." 

*' I can't marry the girl," said Hector. 

"Why?" asked his father. "That is the only 
honourable course open to you." 

" It's ridiculous," said Hector. " How can I marry 
the daughter of an old poaching vagabond, like 
Hiram Jackson?" 

"You've proved yourself much worse than Hiram 
Jackson," said his father. " If you do not find out 
Amy Jackson, I shall do it myself." 

Hector Norton knew where Amy Jackson was, but 
he had no desire she should meet his father. 

To change the subject he said : 

" I am short of money. I have not drawn much 
out of the firm lately ^" 

"And you'll draw less in future/' said his father. 

" But I must have money/' said Hector. 

" Listen to me," said his father. " I may as well 
tell you myself as leave it to someone else to inform 
you." 

He then proceeded to give Hector an account of 
how matters stood in the business. 

To say Hector Norton was surprised, would be to 
put a mild construction upon his feelings; he was 
amazed and angry. 
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He fumed and fretted, and said he ought to have 
been informed of all this before. He was heavily in 
debt and wanted money, and he must have it. 

His father gave him no further satisfaction. He 
merely said, as he left him : 

" I shall endeavour to pull through, and you must 
assist me all you can. If you persist in your present 
line of conduct there is only one course open to 
me. 

" And that is ? " asked Hector. 

" To dissolve our partnership, and get you out of 
the firm," said his father. 

Hiram Jackson was delighted to return to ArJen, 
and find everything was safe. 

Bob Stubbins at once sent for his daughter, and 
the meeting between them was affectionate. 

It was now September, and partridge shooting 
had commenced. 

The Arden shooting was not extensive, but what 
there was of it was good. 

Squire Arden was not a believer in slaughter 
amongst partridges or pheasants, or, in fact, any 
game. He rejoiced in fair shooting, and, as he put 
it, "giving the birds a chance." 

He saw no pleasure in standing at a "hot 
corner," and shooting birds as fast as the guns could 
be loaded. This he did not call sport. 

" Vm not compelled to send my game to market," 
said the Squire. "I don't breed game to supply 
dealers. I shoot for the pleasure of shooting, not 
to kill so many brace, or to reap a profit on the 
transaction." 
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Eric was of the same opinion as his uncle. 

They shot together over the turnips and the 
stubble, and enjoyed a long tramp in the bright 
September days. 

The Squire's dogs were well trained. They were 
perfect dogs to shoot over, and were not guilty of 
many mistakes. 

Partridges were plentiful, as the season for 
rearing had been goo J. Bob Stubbins took good 
care the Squire should have plenty of sport. 

Partridge shooting commenced at Arden the first 
week in September, and what with popping at the 
'*bits of brown,'' and watching the colts at work 
for the St. Leger, Squire Arden did not find the 
time hang heavily on his hands. 

When he walked to the track he generally had 
his dogs and his gun with him, and took an 
occasional shot. It was this casual shooting that 
pleased the Squire. 

One morning Eric and Ned Caunton were on the 
training track waiting for the Squire. 

Findon, the jockey, was present. It was the week 
before the St. Leger, and he had arrived the night 
before to ride in the trial. 

*' Here he comes," said Eric, as the Squire walked up. 

'* Got a brace as I came through the turnips," 
he said, as he put his gun and birds down, the 
dogs lying beside them, " Well, Findon, which do 
you ride in the trial ? " 

** Primrose," said Findon. '* I know exactly what 
he can do, and if Cannon Ball beats me he is a 
clinker." 
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"He^U beat you right enough," said Ned Caun- 
ton. 

"I doubt it/' said Findon. 

The colts looked fit, and as Findon eyed them 
critically, he said: 

" It's not often an owner can boast of a couple 
like that in the St. Leger. Are they going for the 
Cesarewitch and Cambridgeshire?" 

**Yes," said Ned. "I have persuaded Mr. Arden 
to enter them both." 

" I don't care for those races/' said the Squire, 
**but Caunton says it is a pity to miss them." 

*'So it is/' said Eric. *'Make hay while the 
sun shines. The winner of the Leger must have 
a chance in the Cesarewitch." 

The trial came off as Ned Caunton anticipated, 
and Findon was much surprised. 

"Cannon Ball is sure to win Mr. Arden. He 
beat me easily. I rode Primrose right out." 

" They both run in the race on their merits/' 
said the Squire. "Which will you ride Findon?" 

"Cannon Ball/' said Findon. "It will be my 
first Leger win." 

"You seem confident about it," said Eric. 

"I am. Nobleman is the only one I know of 
to beat, and Cannon Ball ought to dispose of him 
easily/' said Findon. 

Squire Arden was greatly pleased at the result 
of the trial. Cannon Ball was his favourite, and 
he was glad Findon had elected to ride him. 

When the Squire and Eric returned to the Hall, 
Findon said to Ned Caunton, 
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•'You've never had a better thing than this, 
Ned?'' 

'* No, I don't think I have," said Ned Caunton. 
** You're lucky enough to get a mount like 
Cannon Ball." 

''Primrose is favourite," said Findon. ''Cannon 
Ball is at a hundred to four offered. What a 
chance to make money. Let me stand in with 
you Ned. I don't have much on, but I must have 
a "pony" on my mount." 

"That will do me," said Ned, "I'll have fifty 
on, and you can have half; I'll ask Mr. Eric to 
do it for us." 

'• It's a pity to run both of them," said 
Findon. 

" So I think," replied the trainer, " but the Squire 
is determined to do so." 

" And fight it out on their merits ? " asked 
Findon. 

'^ Decidedly," said Ned. " Even if it came to 
Primrose beating Cannon Ball." 

"Not much fear of that," said Findon, "but I 
have seen strange results occur when two horses 
out of the same stable have run." 

Hector Norton heard of the trial at Arden, and 
that Cannon Ball had won; but he thought it only 
a ruse on Ned Caunton's part, in case the result 
should leak out, and that Primrose was the better 
of the pair. 

To this belief he still clung, and so did Sirus 
Cohen, who had put a lot of money on the winner of 
the Eclipse Stakes for the St. Leger. 
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Hector reported the result of the trial to Sirus, 
and although he was inclined to agree with the 
opinion that Primrose was the better of the pair, 
he meant to have a ''saver" on Cannon Ball. 

"It appears to me, Eric/' said the Squire, as he 
glanced at the paper a morning or so after the trial, 
" that the public are putting their faith in Primrose. 
Would it not be as well to execute our commission in 
favour of Cannon Ball at once, so that no doubt 
need be entertained as to which is the better 
colt?'' 

" As you like, uncle," replied Eric. " Not many 
owners would consider the public in such a 
matter." 

"But I do," said the Squire. "They ought to 
be considered. To a certain extent a Leger horse 
is public property. You had better see Banks, 
and tell him to work the commission in favour 
of Cannon Ball." 

" How much is he to put on ? " said Eric. 

" The colt is quoted at a hundred to four," said 
the Squire. " Give him instructions to back him to 
win thirty thousand pounds at the best rate of 
odds he can obtain." 

"That's a large sum," said Eric. 

' It is," said the Squire ; " but you must 
remember I have the Eclipse winnings to bet with. 
If Primrose had not won that race a modest wager 
over the St. Leger would have satisfied me." 

" Ned Caunton wants to put fifty on," said 
Eric; "and there is my eighty I won over Prim- 
rose." 

P 3 
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'*Tell Ned he can have the longest price to 
his money, and so can you, Eric. The average 
will satisfy me." 

"That is very liberal," said Eric. **I will see 
Banks at once. He is in Nottingham, and I will 
go over this afternoon." 

Eric sent a wire to Richard Banks, and met him 
by appointment at the Flying Horse in the 
evening. 

Eric explained to him what the Squire desired, 
and Banks said he would go to London and make 
all arrangements. 

*'In order to secure as long a price as possible 
I will have an agent in Manchester who will back 
Cannon Ball at a certain hour," said Banks. 

'* Do exactly as you like about it, Dick," said 
Eric. " I know you are to be trusted." 

"What a good thing it must be if Cannon Ball 
is better than Primrose," said Banks. 

"He won the trial comfortably," said Eric; 
"and as Findon rode Primrose there could be no 
mistake." 

"There ought to be none," said Banks. "And 
Findon is straight, I think." 

"Tm sure of it," said Eric. "He's a jockey 1 
' trust thoroughly." 

Dick Banks found his commission easier to work 
than he imagined. 

The Leger was regarded as a somewhat open 
race, as it was said Noblenlan had improved 
vastly, and that three or four more horses had 
good chances. 
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Primrose remained favourite at a short price, 
but half-a-dozen others were well backed, and 
there was every indication the field would be 
larger than usual. 

When Cannon Ball was so heavily backed, it 
naturally had the effect of weakening the position 
of Primrose in the market, and from a hundred 
to four he quickly came down to half ' the odds, 
and finally left off at six to one. 

Squire Arden was quite satisfied with the 
manner in which the commission was worked, and 
with the average returned. Ned Caunton was laid 
a thousand and Eric sixteen hundred, and the 
Squire had the balance, which amounted, all told, 
to about thirty-one thousand pounds if Cannon 
Ball won. 

Hector Norton saw how Cannon Ball had been 
backed and commenced to be uneasy, and Sirus 
Cohen used powerful language when he read in 
the Sportsman: 

''A heavy commission was executed last night 
in favour of Cannon Ball for the St. Leger. We 
are given to understand the colt was backed on 
behalf of his owner, and that in all probability 
Findon will have the mount. Under these cir- 
cumstances backing Primrose cannot be considered 
wise, although Mr. Arden is lucky if he has a 
horse in his stable that can beat the Eclipse 
Stakes winner." 

"Tve got a * monkej ' on Primrose," said 
Cohen, '* and now I must back the other one. 
\ wonder how young Norton stands. He*U have 
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to pay me after the race; I've waited long 
enough/' 

Every morning Cannon Bairs position in the 
market improved. On the Monday night before 
the race he was made favourite, and Primrose 
went back to six and seven to one. It was 
generally known the pair would run on their 
merits, and not a few pinned their faith to Prim- 
rose, whose public form was a good guide. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE EVE OF THE ST. LEGER. 

Tuesday's racing was over, and nothing was 
talked about in Doncaster but the coming race 
the next day. 

Doncaster represents all Yorkshire at the Leger 
Meeting, and for the time being the whole county 
is devoted to horse-racing. 

A quaint, old-fashioned place Doncaster, and 
the Town Moor has been the scene of many a 
great struggle for the St. Leger Stakes. 

Squire Arden's colts arrived safely from the 
Hall, and were quartered at the Salutation Hotel, 
close to the course. 

Naturally considerable anxiety was manifested 
to see them, and quite a crowd followed them 
to their quarters. 

Eric and Ned Caunton came from Newark 
together, and the Squire was to follow on the 
morning of the race. The Vicar of Arden was in 
a sore state of distress. 
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He felt he ought not to go to Doncaster, and 
yet he would have given almost anything to be 
present. 

" Why can't you go, Henry ? " said the 
Squire. " Come with me in the morning. I 
have a special carriage, and my . sister, Ruth 
Caunton, and Nora Norton are going. You will 
complete the party, and can look after the 
ladies.'' 

" I should like to go," said the vicar. '* What 
will the bishop say?" 

** He'll not know you have been," said the 
Squire. "Come, say you will join us. I am sure 
even the bishop would grant you the necessary 
leave on such an occasion as this." 

" It's against my conscience," said the vicar. 

"Nonsense," replied the Squire. "Your con- 
science will not reproach you. It is your duty 
to go. You can see the amount of sin and 
wickedness there is at Doncaster on Leger Day, 
and then preach a glowing sermon against the 
iniquities of racing next Sunday. It's a splendid 
opportunity. You really ought not to neglect such 
a chance." 

"Tempter, beware," said the vicar, laughing. 
"You are chaffing me. I have a good mind to 
adopt your proposal, and lecture you from the 
pulpit next Sunday for setting the people a bad 
example and encouraging them to gamble by 
winning the St. Leger." 

" Then you consider it a foregone conclusion I 
shall win ? " asked the Squire, 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE EVE OF THE ST. LEGER. 217 

'*Ned Caunton tells me Cannon Ball cannot 
lose," said the vicar. 

"And I suppose you have put a trifle on him?" 
said the squire. 

'*I have not. I shall not bet even if I go to 
Doncaster. I consider it most improper," said the 
vicar. 

"So do I," replied the Squire. "If Cannon Ball 
wins, I'll re-furnish the vicarage for you." 

"The vicarage, I can assure you, is very com- 
fortable," said the vicar. 

" I daresay," said the Squire. " But it is too 
old-fashioned for a modern young lady." 

" What do you mean ? " asked the vicar, 
amazed. 

"I am surprised at you, Henry," said the 
Squire. " I am thinking of the future, when the 
Rev. Henry Burton has taken unto himself a 
wife." 

"That is a very remote contingency," said the 
vicar. 

" Indeed ! " replied the Squire. " I fancy you 
would get a favourable reply if you put a certain 
question to Ruth Caunton." 

" Do you really think so ? " asked the vicar, 
eagerly. 

"There! you have betrayed yourself," said the 
Squire. "Will you chance it, Henry? If Ruth 
says 'Yes,' I'll fit up the vicarage for you if I win 
the St. Leger." 

"You are too generous," said the vicar. "What 
an awful position for me to be in. The Vicar of 
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Arden united to the daughter of the Squire's 
trainer, and his house set in order by means of a 
Leger winner." 

**You will be called the sporting parson after 
this, Henry," said the Squire, laughing. " But 
come, will you accept my invitation and go to 
Doncaster with us?" 

'4 will," said the Rev. Henry Burton. "I do 
not suppose it will demoralise me." 

" Have you been at a race meeting before ? " 
asked the Squire, with a sly glance. 

"Oh, yes," replied the vicar. "I am afraid in 
my college days I was over fond of racing. I once 
rode in a race." 

'*Did you win?" asked the Squire. 

** No ; but my horse came in first, only, unfortu 
nately, he had deposited me in a ditch some dis 
tance in the rear. The animal continued his career, 
regardless of my sufferings ; and I heard some time 
afterw^ards that he cleared every obstacle, and came 
in first. Ill-natured people said this was a clear 
proof it was not the fault of the horse when I 
came off at the ditch." 

The Squire laughed heartily, and said : 

"YouVe quite a sportsman, Henry. I heard you 
were rather wild at college. One thing, however, 
I am quite certain of," added the Squire, kindly. 

" And that is ? " asked the vicar. 

"That you will never disgrace your cloth. Td 
sooner trust Henry Burton, Vicar of Arden, to pilot 
me along the narrow road than some of these 
very good men who have never kicked over the 
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traces in their lives — that is, according to their 
version." 

The vicar grasped the Squire's hand, as he 
said : 

** You're a good man, William. There's many a 
parson would do well to follow the example you 
set in your daily life." 

** Your influence, Henry," said the Squire. "Don't 
forget that has much to do with leading me 
aright." 

"Your own good heart is the best leader you 
can follow," said the vicar. "Follow its dictates, 
and you will not go far astray." 

These men, Squire and vicar, were an excellent 
example of the meaning of true friendship. 

" Then I can count on your presence to-morrow ? " 
said the Squire. " Remember, we leave at nine 
o'clock, so do not be late." 

"I will be there," said the vicar. "The die is 
cast. Bishop or no bishop, I must see Cannon 
Ball win the Leger." 

The Squire went into his room. 

He looked at the place on the wall where the 
Magpie Jacket was wont to hang. 

It was not there. The Squire had himself 
taken it out of the frame, and handed it to 
Eric. 

"It is in good preservation," said the Squire. 
"Tell Findon there has never been a dishonour- 
able stain upon it; and also tell him I hope it will 
bring him luck, and that he will carry it to victory 
pn Cannon Ball." 
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Squire Arden sat down and thought over his 
chances in the race on the morrow. 

A dreamy feeling stole over him, and presently 
he fell into a light sleep. 

He was dreaming, and in his sleep he heard 
the roar of the multitude on the Doncaster 
moor. 

He saw the vast crowd of people surging to 
and fro like the waves of an angry sea. 

Then he saw the horses start, and he watched 
them as they raced round the course. 

Then he heard a shout : " The favourite's beat. 
Primrose wins." 

His dream changed. He was out hunting. 

A fair girl was riding by his side. He loved 
her, and she loved him. He had asked her to be 
his wife, and she had consented. 

They were full of life and joy and happiness. 
All the earth teemed with mirth and gladness for 
them. 

A sudden change, and he saw the girl he loved . 
with his whole heart pale and bleeding. 

He saw her fair hair covered with blood, which 
streamed down her death-like face. 

Nevermore would he hear her sweet voice, 
or listen to her loving words. A cruel fate had 
separated them on the verge of their happi- 
ness. 

No hope. There she lay motionless. They toU 
him she was dead. He would not believe it. He 
flung himself from his horse, and madly clasped 
her in his arms. 
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Her blood stained his hunting coat; her hair 
streamed over his shoulder. He kissed her lips. 
His despair was terrible. He would not believe 
her dead. There must be some hope. None. 
She was gone, and he must go through life 
alone. Again he kissed the dear face passionately, 
and as he did so swore to be true to her 
memory until he was called upon to follow 
her. 

He had been true. He had never forgotten 
her. He would never forget that memory of 
his youth long since passed away in the mist of 
years. 

Squire Arden heaved a sigh, and a tear stole 
from under his closed eyelid, and glided gently 
down his cheek. He still slept. 

Ah ! what is this he hears ? The cheering of 
a vast crowd. 

In his dream he sees himself leading in a horse 
surrounded by an excited throng. He is proud 
and happy, for it is the winner of the St. Leger 
he holds by the bridle. 

A tall, graceful girl comes to meet him. It is 
a ghost from the past, a memory of years 
gone by. 

He sees the woman he loved once more. She 
IS alive and well, and has come to cheer his 
victory. She is not dead; it has all been a 
dream. Ha takes her hand, he draws her to his 
heart, and kisses her. 

Squire Arden woke with a start, and a merry 
voice said : 
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*'A pair of gloves, Squire. I could' not resist 
the temptation. I have won them fairly." 

It was Nora Norton who had kissed him, and 
roused him from his sleep and dream. 

That dream was vividly impressed upon his 
memory, and Nora saw he was much affected. 

The girl knelt at his side, and said, as she 
looked lovingly into his face: 

'*What is it troubles you? I am so sorry I 
disturbed you." 

The old man bent his head, and kissed her 
tenderly. 

"You have won your gloves, Nora," he said. 
'*Let me tell you a story. I thought it was 
someone else kissed me ; someone I loved very 
much a long time ago. I was dreaming of her, 
Nora. Dreaming of a beautiful, bright girl — ^a 
girl with hair like your own, Nora, soft as silk." 

The Squire stroked her hair fondly, and Nora's 
eyes filled with tears. 

" Those days of my youth came back to me, 
Nora, and I once more saw the girl I loved. We 
were to be married, and everyone said we were 
made for each other. 

" But it was willed otherwise, and she had to 
leave me. She was killed by a fall in the 
hunting field, and I was alone. All these years, 
Nora, I have been alone, and I have nevei 
forgotten her. 

''When you kissed me, I was dreaming she 
came to meet me as I led in the winner at 
Doncaster, and I clasped her to my heart and 
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kissed her. It was at that moment you roused 
me, Nora. Will you kiss me again ? " 

Nora Norton put her arm round Squire 
Arden's neck and, as she kissed him, fondly, 
said : 

*' Yours is a sad story. How you must have 
suffered ! I know how I should feel if anything 
happened to Eric. I should die." 

**Then you love him very dearly, Nora?" asked 
the Squire. 

**Yes — oh, yes. More than I can express," 
said Nora. 

" And you must live at the Hall with Eric," 
said the Squire, '^and I shall see again the love 
of my youth in you. Who do you think is going 
to join our party to-morrow, Nora?" 

" Who is it, Squire Arden ? Do tell me," said 
Nora. 

"The Rev. Henry Burton, Vicar of Arden," said 
the Squire, trying to look grave. 

"I am glad," said Nora. *' He is a dear 
man." 

''I fancy someone else also thinks he is a dear 
man," said the Squire. 

**And so do I,'' said Nora. 

'*Who?" asked the Squire. 

"Ruth," said Nora. 

"You have hit the mark," said the Squire. "I 
really think it will be a match." 
• "I hope so," said Nora; "I love Ruth." 

"She is a very nice girl,** said the Squire, 
"but I think Eric's choice is mv favourite." 
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** Thank you/' said Nora. **What a pretty 
compliment." 

''You deserve it/' said the Squire. 

Nora Norton and Ruth Caunton were at Arden 
Hall for the night in order to be ready to start 
for Doncaster next morning. 

Punctually at nine the Squire drove to the 
station, and found the Rev. Henry Burton waiting 
for them. 

The Doncaster special was in good time. 

*'Your carriage, Squire," said the station-master, 
as he opened the door of a first-class compart- 
ment. 

When the Squire and the ladies entered he shut 
the door. He thought the Rev. Henry Burton 
had merely come to bid them good-bye. Much 
to his surprise he saw the vicar open the carriage 
door and step in. 

*' The station-master fancied I was more at 
home on the platform," said the vicar, laughing, 
"than in a Doncaster Race special." 

" He's a violent Methodist," said the Squire. 
*'You will be held up as an awful example at the 
next chapel meeting, Henry." 

" My backsliding will be my undoing," said the 
vicar. 

**It is very good of you to accompany us/' said 
Ruth. 

"Are you pleased to see me?" said the vicar, 
who was seated next to her. 

" Yes, very pleased indeed," honestly said 
Ruth. 
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"Then I am glad I came. I would do much to 
please you, Miss Caunton/' said the vicar. 

** Bless me, if the Vicar of Arden hasn't gone to 
Doncaster!'' said the station-master to himself. 
"What's the world coming to?" 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

DONCASTER. 

LegER morning at Doncaster. Who that has 
seen it on such an occasion can forget it? 

The usually quiet town is alive early, full of life 
and bustle, even before it is daylight. There is 
no rest for the hotel-keepers, and vast prepara- 
tions have been going on for v\reeks past to meet 
the demands of the hungry thousands. 

It is a hearty, good-tempered, and often humorous 
crov\rd that assembles at Doncaster on Leger Day. 
Special trains run from all parts of the country, 
and it is marvellous how rapidly and regularly 
they arrive and depart. 

. The moment a visitor emerges from the station 
he is beseiged by a crowd of lads anxious to sell 
him a correct card, and also a packet of butler- 
scotch. The man who visits Doncaster and declines 
to invest money in butterscotch is regarded as a 
hopeless case. 

On this particular Leger morning, Doncaster was 
full of people. 

The streets were crowded, and every house 
where refreshments could be obtained was thronged. 
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Trains arrived in rapid succession, unloaded their 
human freight, and shunted off to make room for 
others. 

A constant stream of people wended their way 
from the station to the course^ and this continued 
for several hours. 

A. Yorkshire crowd on Leger day differs vastly 
from an Epsom crowd on Derby day. 

On the Town Moor nearly every man present 
knows something about a horse. At Epsom not 
one in a hundred knows anything at all about 
either horses or racing. 

When the Squire and his party arrived at Don- 
caster they were met by Eric, who had a drag 
waiting for them, ^d they were driven direct to 
the course. 

"No one would take you for a reverend gentle- 
man," said Eric, addressing the vicar. ** You are 
disguised for the occasion." 

*'I did not think it necessary to appear on the 
scene as Vicar of Arden," said the Rev. Henry 
Burton. " For this day only I am a layman." 

Eric and Nora exchanged the usual greetings 
on such occasions, and were mutually satisfied to 
be near each other. 

"The horses will come over before the race," 
said Eric. "No good bringing them more than an 
hour before." 

"How are they?" asked the Squire. 

" Splendid," said Eric. " I think there is no 
doubt we shall win." 

Ned Caunton had an anxious time. 
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He had two colts in his charge, each of which 
had been backed for a lot of money by the public 
the previous night. Sirus Cohen and Hector Norton 
had called at the Salutation, and endeavoured to 
extract from Ned the latest intelligence. 

Ned Caunton had been given a hint as to Hector 
Norton's true character, and he was not disposed 
to be over-communicative. 

" Do you really think Cannon Ball will beat 
Primrose?" asked Hector. 

*' Can't say/' said Ned. ** Findon has elected 
to ride him ; so he evidently thinks so." 

**But are you quite certain Findon will be on 
the back of Cannon Ball when they go to the 
post?" asked Sirus, with a knowing look. "You 
see these rumours are often put about, in order to 
keep the public in the dark."- 

" I've no doubt that is the sort of thing you 
have been used to," said Ned ; but there is none 
of these shady tricks about Mr. Arden's horses." 

•'Oh, indeed!" sneered Cohen. ** I don't 
suppose your boss is much better than anyone else." 

** Hold your tongue, can't you ? " growled 
Hector. 

"No, I can't," said Sirus. "I reckon I'm as 
good as Caunton any day, and I'm not going to 
be snubbed by him." 

" I am sorry to see you in such company, Mr. 
Norton," said Ned. "Take my advice, and steer 
clear of such men as Mr. Sirus Cohen." 

"You had better mind what you say," said 
Sirus, angrily. 
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Ned Caunton took no notice of the remark, but 
quietly walked out of the room. 

"Nice sort of fellow to give you information," 
said Cohen. *' I don't believe he ever told you 
anything about these horses; at all events, it does 
not look like it." 

"You're a fool," said Hector. "If you'd kept 
a civil tongue in your head, we should have got 
at the truth. As it is, you have made a mess 
of it." 

"Tha'w's it, blame me," said Cohen. "'Pon my 
word, youVe a cool hand. Do you suppose I was 
going to let that old fool bounce me? Not I. 
That's not my way." 

"Now we are just as wise as ever," said Hector. 
" I am certain myself about Primrose being the 
one." 

"And I'm just as certain Cannon Ball is," said 
Sirus. "I saw Dick putting the money on, and 
I tell you he never stopped at a decent offer 
against Cannon Ball. He snapped it up in a 
twinkle. And when Dick does business in that 
style you can bet your bottom dollar it's genuine. 
It's you that's made a mess of it. If you'd played 
your cards properly with that Caunton girl, we 
should have been certain how to go on." 

" I did my best," said Hector. " I say, Cohen, 
can you lend me fifty ready. I'll pay you back 
this month. I've a lump to draw out of the 
business." 

Sirus Cohen stopped, and looked at Hector 
Norton, ag he said : 
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"You are about the nicest young man I ever 
met. Here you owe me no end of money, and 
you coolly ask for another fifty ready. Do you 
think I am made of money?'' 

*'You have heaps," said Hector. "Now come 
in here, and Til give you a bill for it. How much 
shall we say for the fifty ? " 

They entered a small hotel, and with difficulty 
secured a pen and ink. 

•'If you must have it I can't do it under a 
hundred-and-fifty," said Sirus. "It's risky, un- 
common risky." 

"You mean to say you have the infernal cheek 
to want a bill for a hundred-and-fifty when you 
only lend me fifty for a month?" asked Hector. 

"You've hit the mark, my cherub?" said Sirus. 
" That is precisely what I mean." 

"Then you're a cursed old rogue," said Hector, 
hotly. 

" Don't call me names," said Cohen. " I've 
been insulted once this morning through you, and 
I tell you I'm about full of it. I will not let you 
have the money at any price now." 

Hector saw he had made a mistake, and said : 

" I did not mean it, Sirus. I'm upset. I've had 
such deuced bad luck. I'll give you a bill for a 
hundred-and-fifty. Hand over the money." 

After some persuasion, Sirus Cohen counted out 
ten five-pound notes to Hector, and pocketed his 
bill for a hundred-and-fifty." 

" I'il see you to-morrow," said Hector Norton, 
and left him. 
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" Who's that young chap, Sirus ? " asked a 
member of the ring, who had seen Cohen hand 
over the money. '* Has he had much luck ? What 
did he strike you for?" 

" I have been throwing good money after bad,*' 
said Cohen. "He got another fifty out of me. 
He owes me a tidy sum now." 

"What did you get in exchange for the fifty?" 
asked the bookmaker. 

"A little bill," said Sirus, with a grin. 

The bookmaker laughed. 

"Who is the young pigeon?" he asked. 

"His name is Hector Norton, a son of old 
Norton, of Beechwood. They have a big lace 
place in Nottingham." 

" Do you mean Norton and Son ? " asked the 
bookmaker. 

"Yes. A good firm, Fm told," said Sirus. 
"YouVe a Nottingham man — ^you ought to 
know." 

"I know the firm, but I did not know that was 
Hector Norton. He's a nice young man. You'll 
have to fish for your money there, Sirus." 

" How's that ? " asked Sirus Cohen. 

"I hear the firm's shaky. Old Norton's tried 
to keep it dark, but these things will leak out." 

" The scoundrel," said Cohen. " It's robbery. 
He's robbed me of that fifty just the same as 
though he had taken it out of my pocket. I'll get 
even with him for it." 

"Sorry I spoke," said the bookmaker. "If you 
keep quiet he'll pay you I have no doubt. The 
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old man is sure to raise money enough to turn 
the firm into a company anyway/* 

Sirus Cohen went out of the hotel, and walked 
towards the course in an unenviable frame of 
mind. He hated being done, and he considered 
Hector Norton had got the best of him. 

Meanwhile, all was bustle and excitement on 
the course. 

The Leger candidates were eagerly scanned, and 
Squire Arden^s pair were voted the pick of the lot. 

The general opinion was that he was foolish to 
run them both, but Squire Arden was determined 
on this point. 

A dozen horses made up the field, and they 
were an average lot. 

Cannon Ball held the position of favourite, but 
despite this his stable mate did not lack backers, 
and many people backed the pair coupled. 

"That jacket has not been worn for some years 
Findon," said the Squire. " It has been in many 
a good race.*' 

" I hope I shall win in it to-day," said the 
jockey. " I wish you would strike Primrose out." 

*' No," said the Squire ; " I should not do it now 
even if I felt inclined. It is too late. Why do 
you wish Primrose out of the race ? " 

•Tve been unlucky once or twice in similar 
cases," said Findon. "I mean I have ridden the 
wrong one for the stable, and the other fellow's 
won." 

" You need have no fear this time," said Eric 
''Cannon Ball is certain to beat Primrose." 
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"I hope so," said Findon. 

Ned Caunton had put the finishing touches to 
the colts, and came up to the Squire. 

** Cannon Ball is a bit restless," he said. " He 
does not take to a crowd so readily as Primrose* 
He's more excitable." 

'* How's his temper?" a.-ked Findon. 

"That's all right," replied Ned. "You need 
have no fear on that score. You had better ride 
your own race on him, Findon. You ought to 
know how to ride a Leger horse by this time. 
One thing you need not be afraid of, and that 
is. Cannon Ball will stay the course. Don't rely 
too much upon his turn of speed, but keep him 
at it. Primrose will make the pace for you, and 
it's sure to be hot. The hotter it is the better it 
will suit Cannon Ball. Primrose will have had 
enough of it a couple of furlongs from home, and 
then you'll find it easy work to come along on 
Cannon Ball." 

"You'd better not let Primrose steal a march on 
you," said the Squire. " Remember he's a good one." 

" He will not stay it out, Squire," said Ned. " At 
least, it is long odds against his doing so if he 
makes the running." 

" Good luck to you, Findon, and remember, you 
have five hundred to nothing if you win. I hope I 
shall have to give you a cheque," said the Squire. 

"Thank you, sir," said Findon, as he threw his 
feg over Cannon Ball, Ned giving him a lift up. 
" I will do my best to win, but I wish Primrose had 
been out of it." 
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'' How he harps on that," said the Squire. 

Ned Caunton gave instructions to Tindal to make 
the running on Primrose, and when the Squire was 
out of hearing, he added : 

" Make it hot. I want Cannon Ball to win, the 
Squire's set his heart on it. HeM much rather see 
him win than Primrose. YouMl get a fair cut out of 
the stake, never fear." 

- *'ril do my best," said Tindal. **What if 
Primrose gets a break on them and they never 
catch him?" 

"You will have no fear of that." said Ned. 
''He'll not last it out. If such an extraordinary 
thing did occur, you'd have to win, for the Squire is 
determined they shall both be ridden out." 

Tindal was on his first Leger mount, and he 
meant to win if he could. 

He was told to make the pace on Primrose and he 
would do it. 

He had an idea he might get a big lead, and then 
if his mount could last it out the field would not 
have time to catch him up. 

In the ring Cannon Ball was still a firm favourite. 
Nobleman was well backed, and a lot of money went 
on Primrose for a place. Six of the Derby runners 
were in the field, and a dark horse called Orlando II. 
was heavily backed. 

Cannon Ball and Primrose went out together, and 
a cheer greeted the favourite. 

Findon looked at Primrose and thought: 

"What a dashed bit of bad luck if he beat me. 
Don't get too far ahead," he said to Tindal. 
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"All right, Fin," replied the jockey; "but I've 
got to make the pace hot remember. Those are my 
orders, so don't blame me if I beat you." 

''Then you mean to try?" said Findon. 

" I have orders to win if I can, and also to make 
the pace for you. They don't give Primrose much 
chance. Do you ? " asked Tindal. 

"Not much. He won't stay the course," said 
Findon ; but he ioubted the truth of his words. 
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CHAPTER XXII. ' 

THE ST. LEGER. 

The course was cleared. Only a few policemen 
remained on the track. The black mass of people 
disappeared as if by magic. 

At Doncaster, despite the enormous crowd on 
Leger day, the course is quickly cleared, and the 
vast concourse of people behave in a most admirable 
manner. 

The stands were packed on balconies and roof, 
while down below the people were massed together 
in a dense throng. 

Opposite the stands a huge crowd lined the 
rails, every face eager and expectant, waiting for 
the signal to be given. 

The horses were at the starting-post, near the 
paddock, a splendid view of them being obtained 
from the stands. 

A sudden hush fell upon the vast crowd. For 
a moment the roar of the ring ceased as the book- 
makers glanced at the starters; but it broke out 
again with redoubled vigour, and the lull was only 
temporary. 
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" Cannon Ball is restless," said the Squire. 
" Look how quietly Primrose stands on the rails. 
It would be strange if he won after all.'' 

'*Just missed him," said Eric, excitedly, as 
Orlando II. lashed out and nearly caught Cannon 
Ball a bang in the ribs. 

"I wish they would start," said Ruth. "Poor 
old father, how anxious he will be. He has set his 
heart on Cannon Ball scoring a win for the 
Squire." 

" And I hope his wish will be gratified," said the 
vicar. "I feel quite excited. Miss Caunton. It 
reminds me of the days of my youth. I am afraid 
that is a long while ago,*' he added, with a 
sigh, as he looked at Ruth. 

"Surely not long enough to make you sigh so 
regretfully," said Ruth. "You look quite a young 
man compared with some of the men much younger 
than yourself." 

"Do you really think so?*' asked the vicar. 

"I do, indeed. You must not call yourself an 
old man for many long years to come," said 
Ruth. " Oh, look, Mr. Burton, Cannon Ball nearly 
unseated Findon." 

Cannon Ball was causing some delay at the 
post; but the starter saw Findon was doing his 
best to obey orders, and he did not mean to 
leave the jockey at the post when the flag fell. 

Findon took his mount on the outside, and 
Cannon Ball quieted down. 

A break away and Cannon Ball was pulled up 
with difficulty. 
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"This delay will not help us much/' said the 
Squire. 

Nora Norton was in a flutter of excitement, 
and she longed to see the horses start and have 
the suspense over. 

Hector Norton was inwardly congratulating him- 
self, when he saw Primrose so quiet and Cannon 
Ball in such a fretful mood. 

**It's all in favour of Primrose," he said to 
himself. *'I hope he wins." 

A sudden change in the crowd, a general 
movement, and then a shout which echoed far 
and wide denoted the flag was down, and the 
great race had commenced. 

Strictly to orders Tindal took Primrose to the 
front and made the pace a cracker. 

The race needs but little description until that 
famous spot, the Rifle Butts, a little over six fur- 
longs from the finish, was reached. 

Tindal followed out his instructions to the 
letter. He kept Primrose going, and now as he 
glanced back he could see a great gap between 
himself and the rest of the field. 

Comments on the race could be heard on all 
sides as the excited crowd gazed steadfastly to- 
wards the Rifle Butts. 

" Tindal's making the running to some tune," 
said the Squire. ** By Jove, Eric, if they do not 
hurry up they'll never catch him." 

*' Six furlongs to go yet, uncle," said Eric. 
** Primrose must be tiring, and Cannon Ball is 
going well in the field. Findon is riding him 
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comfortably. Look through my glasses, they are 
very powerful." 

He handed his glasses to the Squire, who 
eagerly looked at the race. 

"Cannon Ball's going strong, as you say, Eric, 
but he's an awful lot of ground to make up in 
that distance." 

*' They will not make up so much ground," said 
Eric. " Primrose will go back to them." 

Ned Caunton was watching the race closely. 

** I never thought Primrose could last out at 
that pace," he said to himself. "Tindal is trying 
to win, and also to steal a march on them. 
Fin don can't leave the others yet. He must wait 
for Primrose to come back. If he made his run 
now he'd be beaten." 

Primrose at the Rifle Butts leading the 
Leger field by many lengths was a sight not often 
seen in this race. 

People were amazed, and commenced to think 
that after all it might be possible for the horse to 
make his own running and win. 

"They'll never catch him." "What a lead he 
has." " Why don't they come up to him ? " 
" Where's the favourite ? " " Orlando's going well." 

Such were a few of the scores of comments 
passed as the race progressed. 

On came Primrose, and showed but little sign 
of faltering. The field, however, was gradually 
gaining on the leader. 

Findon glanced ahead, and thought it high time 
he made a move. 
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The riders of Orlando II. and Nobleman were 
watching Findon. They knew Primrose was making 
the pace for Cannon Ball, and any move on Fin- 
don's part would at once tell whether he thought 
the leader would come back to them. 

Findon knew as well as the other jockeys that 
they were watching him, and it made him very 
cautious. He had been told to ride his own race. 
His judgment was relied on, and he meant to do 
his level best to win. 

But his heart failed him when he saw the lead 
Primrose had obtained. 

He had been assured Cannon Ball could stay 
the distance, and therefore he ought to go on. 

But Findon also felt that Cannon Ball was not 
going too strong. He dare not make his run yet. 
He must wait and see if Primrose faltered. 

The rider on Orlando II. seeing Findon still 
made no move, felt it was time he pushed his 
mount along, as he would have no chance 
with the leader, whatever Cannon Ball might have. 

Accordingly he let Orlando II. out, and broke 
the compact mass in which they had been running. 

The signal was now given. If Orlando II. went 
in chase of the leader, it was time the others 
did, and the riders made a forward movement. 

Findon could not remain behind, and he sent 
Cannon Ball along in the wake of Orlando II. 

It was a most exciting and unusual race. 

Exciting because Primrose had such a lead, and 
every eye was fixed upon him to see if he would 
falter. 
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Exciting because the backers of every other horse 
in the race had to measure up their favourite's 
chance of beating the leader, and then when that 
was accomplished gauge whether the effort had 
beaten him. 

" Primrose will win," said Nora. " I don't know 
whether to be glad or sorry." 

"I shall win the Leger, Eric," said the Squire. 
^'But I wish it had been with Cannon Ball and the 
old jacket." 

" The Squire's won," said the vicar, excitedly, to 
Ruth. 

" But I am afraid with the wrong horse," she 
answered. 

" What a scene," exclaimed the vicar. " If I 
could only hold an audience spellbound like this I 
I am afraid no eloquence, however wonderful, could 
do it." 

He looked at that vast multitude and wondered. 

This field of a dozen horses held them entranced. 
So intense was the excitement that it could not find 
vent in words, or shouts, it seemed to be suppressed 
by some unseen overwhelming force. 

"Wonderful," he thought. "What a marvellous 
sight. Thousands of people bursting with excite- 
ment which cannot break forth." 

But it broke forth at last, with an explosion almost 
deafening. 

" Primrose wing." 

Thousands upon thousands of sturdy Yorkshire 
men shouted it at the top of their voices, backed 
up by powerful lungs. 
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The Magpie Jacket was in the lead yet, and the 
race seemed over. 

Orlando II. was making a desperate effort to catch 
Primrose. 

Nobleman was being ridden hard, and Findon was 
driving Cannon Ball along at a terrific rate. 

" Old Ned was right." thought Findon. '' He'll 
stay the distance, but can I catch Primrose, Til try 
hard.'' 

He set his teeth and rode Cannon Ball for all he 
was worth. 

Nearer and nearer came the winning post. 

The roar of the crowd could now be plainly heard. 
It excited both riders and horses. It seemed to. 
encourage them to fresh exertions, to struggle on 
desperately to the end. 

Squire Arden became calmer as the critical 
moment drew near. To Eric he seemed unnaturally 
calm, and he wondered at it, but he had not time 
to speak. 

Gradually Primrose fell back, but it was doubtful 
even yet whether the others would catch him. 

Orlando II. failed at the critical pinch, and now 
Cannon Ball ran into second position to his stable- 
mate. The Magpie Jackets were in front, but the 
one with the white cap, the second colours of the 
Squire, still led, the black cap on the favourite was 
in the second place. 

It was a terribly exciting finish, fought out be- 
tween two good horses, the property of one owner. 
It reminded plfi stagers of the fight between Marie 
Stuart and Doncaster. 
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Tindal strained every nerve to win on Prim- 
rose, and Findon was equally alert on Cannon 
Ball. 

The favourite got on terms with his stable-rmate, 
and the crowd roared with delight. 

*'The favourite wins/' was now the cry. 

'* Cannon Ball.'' *' Cannon Ball." 

The judge's box was close at hand, a few more 
strides and all would be over. 

Gallantly Primrose fought out the struggle to the 
bitter end, but his exertions in making the running 
had told upon him. 

Cannon Ball came at a great pace in the last 
hundred yards, and Findon saw with . delight he 
had the measure of Primrose. 

Cannon Bait now had his head in front, the 
black cap danced in front of the white. 

In an instant the favourite drew clear of Prim- 
rose, and as they passed the judge's box a wild 
shout of exultation proclaimed the favourite had 
won. 

Cannon Ball had beaten Primrose by a length, 
Orlando II. was third, and Squire Arden had run 
first and second for the St. Leger. 

"Go down and lead him in, uncle," said Eric. 
"What a win. First and second, and Cannon 
Ball won." 

*'The Magpie Jacket did it," said the Squire, 
" I felt there was luck in that jacket." 

He went to lead in his horse, and worked his 

way with the assistance of Eric through the excited 

crowd. 

R 2 
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Findon rode Cannon Bali in, and the jockey 
was proud of his victory. 

Tindal followed on Primrose, and the cheering 
was deafening as the two Magpie Jackets came 
in. 

When Squire Arden took hold of Cannon Ball's 
bridle, the roar from the crowd could have been 
heard a mile away. 

It was a hearty Yorkshire reception given to a 
popular man. 

" Bravo, Squire. Well done," shouted a hundred 
voices. 

** Glad to see the old Magpie Jacket in front 
again," said one bluff old farmer. 

Findon weighed in correctly, and Cannon Ball's 
victory was beyond the shadow of doubt. 

As Nora came up to the Squire he thought of 
his dream the evening before, and he could not 
refrain from kissing her. 

Another cheer went up as the people around 
saw Nora Norton meet the Squire. 

*' I am so pleased for your sake," she said. 

" I know you are, my dear," said the Squire. " It 
is a glorious win." 

The Vicar of Arden was delighted. He would 
not have missed the scene for anything. 

"I feel jubilant enough to send off a wire 
telling them to ring the bells at Arden," he 
said. 

••Don't," said the Squire. "The telegram 
might be given in evidence against you, 
Harry. Besides they \i\\\ ring the bells without 
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awaiting your instructions when they hear the 
news." 

'• Do you really think so ? " inquire the vicar. 
"What on earth will the bishop say?" 

Ned Caunton was vastly pleased. He was 
congratulated on all sides, although the fashionable 
trainers rather held aloof. They were not at all 
pleased that two colts trained in private should 
run first and second in the St. Leger. 

" You rode a fine race, Findon," said Ned ; 
"but you might have come on a bit sooner. It 
was touch and go at the finish." 

*' Primrose would have won if he had not forced 
the pace," said Tindal. 

*' You are wrong there," said Ned. "I do not 
think he would have been placed if he had not 
made the running. 

"You made the best of your way home," said 
Findon. 

"I did," replied Tindal. "Beggar me, Fin, 
if I didn't think I should beat you." 

Eric saw Ned Caunton, who said he could manage 
very well with the lads to bring the colts home. 
This being so Eric decided to return by the special 
with the Arden Hall party. 

They arrived safely at Newark, where the brake 
was waiting for them, and drove straight to 
Arden Hall. As they passed along the street the 
Squire was recognised, and hearty congratulations 
were waved to him. 

It was easy to see the win had been popular at 
Newark. 
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At the Ram Hotel a black-and-white flag floated 
out of one of the windows, and the crowd 
collected in the archway gave the Squire a hearty 
cheer. 

The coachman had called there on his way to 
the station and given them the time of arrival of 
the special. 

As they drew near to Arden, a faint sound 
could be heard borne on the evening breeze. 

*' What's that?" asked the vicar. 

The Squire gave a hearty laugh. 

" Come, Henry, I was right after all. I fancy 
those are the Arden church bells pealing. You're 
in for it now," he said. 

•* How dare they " — fumed the vicar — " how 
dare they ring the bells without my authority ! " 

" They had much better ring them on this 
occasion without your authority than with it. You 
are exonerated entirely," said the Squire. 

When the brake drew up at the Hall entrance, 
the church bells could be heard pealing merrily. 

The servants were assembled in the porch and, 
led by the old butler, they gave the Squire three 
hearty cheers. 

It was a joyous home-coming, and the Squire 
was touched by it. 

"Vicar, you must forgive them ringing the 
bells," said the Squire. " I will send round at 
once and tell them to cease. They mean no harm, 
and it has afforded them pleasure to give me 
what I am sure you will agree was an honest, 
hearty welcome home." 
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"Who can resist you, William?'' said the vicar. 
" I need more forgiveness than they do. I ought 
not to have gone to Doncaster.*' 

** That must not trouble you, Henry," said the 
Squire. "Stay and dine with us." 

•'Thank you," said the vicar. ^'I dare not 
face Mrs. Barnett at present after what has 
happened. She will be horrified." 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

A RAILWAY ADVENTURE. 

The result of the St. Leger was disastrous to 
Hector Norton. Through his own obstinacy he had 
lost money. He knew very well he ought to have 
backed Cannon Ball and saved his money on 
Primrose; but this fact only served to increase his 
bad temper. Had Primrose won he wuuld have 
landed a good stake. As it was, he came out on 
the race several hundreds in debt. 

Hector Norton walked to the station in a very 
bad humour. He was in the mood to quarrel with 
anyone, and the champagne he had taken after 
the race had done him considerably more harm 
than good. 

The railway platform was crowded as he waited 
for the southern train. When it drew up he 
struggled fiercely in the crowd, and managed to 
secure a seat in a first-class compartment. 

When he looked round to see who his com- 
panions were he recognised three well-known book- 
makers, and, strange to say, Sirus Cohen was in 
the same carriage. 
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No sooner was the train fairly going than a 
game at nap was proposed, and Hector joined in. 
Sirus Cohen was in a good humour. He had won 
money over Cannon Ball, and was inclined to be 
genial, although he had not forgotten what he 
heard about the firm of Norton and Sv)n. 

" What sort of a day did you have ? " he asked 
Hector. 

** Bad. If Primrose had won I should have been 
all right.'' 

*• I backed Cannon Ball at the finish, and 
managed to lay some of my Primrose money off,*' 
said Sirus. 

'• Lucky for you," replied Hector. " What 
induced you to back Cannon Ball again?" 

" I heard something," said Sirus. '* If you hadn't 
been such an obstinate beggar I'd have told you 
about it." 

"I'm no more obstinate than you are," said 
Hector. **If it hadn't been for your infernal 
temper Ned Caunton would have told us all about 
the colt at the Salutation." 

" Confound the luck ! " said Sirus. " Fancy a 
man having the nine of diamonds left to 'cop' 
my eight with. There's a beautiful hand to get 
done on. Ace, queen, knave, and two more 
trumps, and I'm beaten." 

*' Don't grumble, Sirus," said one of the players. 
" Your luck's not often so bad." 

"His luck, indeed!" said Hector. "What about 
mine. I have not had a call yet. Curse such 
cards ! " 
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And he flung them down angrily. 

''You'll have to change at Retford," gaid Sirus, 
as he shuffled the cards. ''This train don't stop 
at Newark." 

"Yes, it does," said Hector. 

•'You sit still at Retford," said Sirus, "and Fll 
bet you a fiver you go on to Grantham." 

" Bosh ! " said Hector. " But you must know, 
because you always bet on a certainty. Any of 
you fellows got a flask? I'm dry." 

Paddy Cain, a jocular little Irish bookmaker, 
pulled out a flask and said: 

" Here's some Irish, my boy, if you care to 
have a pull at it." 

Hector took the flask, half filled the cup, and 
drained it off. 

"That's better," he said, as he picked up his 
hand. "By Jove! it brought me luck. Here goes 
for 'nap'" 

Hector put down the ace of hearts, followed it 
with the king, queen, and ten, and scored four 
tricks. 

" ril bet you a pound you don't win," said 
Sirus, who sat next to him. 

"Done," said Hector, as he put down the king 
of clubs. 

Sirus banged down the ace of clubs on to the 
king and shouted: 

" That's good. I lost on a better hand than that." 

Hector lost his temper. 

" You looked at my hand," he said, savagely, to 
Sirus. 
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"That's a lie," said Situs. 

"Hold on. No rows here," chimed in Paddy 
Cain. 

" He must have seen what I had left," said 
Hector, " or he would not have bet a sov. He 
saw I had the king, and he held the ace; so he 
knew it was a certainty for him. Didn't I tell 
you he always bet on certainties. Bah ! I'm full 
of it," saiJ Hector, as he pushed the cards away. 

"Always bet on certainties, do I?" said Sirus. 
"Now look here, Norton, I've had enough of your 
insults. You're a darned sight too free with your 
tongue. I did not look at the card you held. I 
had the ace of clubs, and I'm always willing to 
back an ace for a pound any time in the last 
round." 

"I say you looked at my card," said Hector; 
"and I shall not play again.*' 

Sirus Cohen became angry. He had not looked 
at Hector's card. 

" I don't rob people," said Sirus. " I can pay 
my debts, and I would not look at your cards for 
a paltry quid." 

"If you would not look for a pound, how much 
would you look for?" said Hector. 

" I play fair," said Sirus. " You've no occasion 
to talk about fair play. How about that money 
you borrowed this morning? You knew you would 
not be able to pay it back when you got it." 

"You infernal scoundrel, what do you mean?" 
said Hector, who was not as sober as he might 
have been. 
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'* You're the scoundrel," said Sirus. " Keep 
your nice names for yourself. I say you 
knew you would not be able to pay me when 
you borrowed the money. If that's not roguery, 
what is?" 

'' Do be quiet," said Paddy Cain. " Can't you 
see he's a bit on, Cohen. Let it drop." 

"But I shall not let It drop," shouted Hector, 
"until he tells me what he is hinting at." 

"Til tell you, quick enough," said Sirus. 
"You needn't crack you don't know about it. 
Oh, you're a very innocent young man, you are. 
What do you think he did?" asked Sirus, turning 
to the others. 

" He had me for fifty ready. He gave me a 
bill, and it's not worth the paper it's written on. 
He owes me a lot of money. I'd not have minded 
that if he acted square by me ; but when he 
borrows fifty ready, knowing he's dead broke, I 
call that robbery." 

Hector Norton was now in a towering passion. 
He seized Sirus by the collar of his coat, and 
pulled him out of his seat. 

" If you don't retract all you have said, I'll throw 
you out of the window. 

The others saw it was time to interfere, and 
separated the pair. 

"I'll have the law on you for this," shouted 
Sirus. "It's an assault, that's what It is. An un- 
provoked assault." 

" Not quite unprovoked, Sirus," said Paddy Cain, 
"You riled him a good bit." 
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" I spoke the truth," said Sirus. " I tell you he 
borrowed fifty ready from me, and he knew at the 
time the firm was broke, and that he couldn't pay 
me/' 

** What firm's gone," asked Hector. 

** Oh, you know well enough," said Sirus. " I 
mean the firm of Norton and Son, of Nottingham. 
You're the precious son, I believe." 

Hector Norton glared at him, too astounded to 
speak. 

"It may be true," something seemed to whisper 
to him. 

"Til make you suffer for this, Cohen," said 
Hector. " It's a serious matter to make a state- 
ment like that in a railway carriage full of 
people." 

'* It's true," said Sirus. " I heard the firm was 
shaky not ten minutes after I lent you the money 
this morning." 

"And I tell you it's not true," said Hector. 

The shock of hearing such news, which he half 
believed, sobered him, and made him quiet. 

" I hope it is not true for your sake, Mr. Norton," 
said Paddy Cain, " but I heard a rumour myself 
about it." 

"Then the man circulating such lies will have to 
suffer for it," said Hector. "I should advise you 
not to repeat it, Cohen." 

"I shall please myself about that," said Sirus. 
"You must know about it." 

"I tell you it's all a trumped-up thing," said 
Hector. " The governor has heaps of monev." 
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" He's no more than you have, if my infor- 
mation's correct," said Cohen. " Ask him yourself." 

*' I shall tell him what you have said," remarked 
Hector, **and I fancy you'll wish you had held your 
tongue." 

**You*re carrying it off with a high hand," said 
Sirus. '* If you had not accused me of cheating I 
should have said nothing about it." 

'* I accused you of looking at my card," said 
Hector, *' and I believe you did look." 

''Oh! hang it all, drop it," said Paddy Cain. 
*' Where are we ? Bless me, it's Retford," he 
said, as the train drew up. 

"You'd better change here, Mr. Norton," said 
Paddy. 

''The train stops at Newark. They told me so 
at Doncaster," said Hector. 

"Then they told you wrong," said Sirus. 

Paddy Cain put his head out of the window, and 
called a porter. 

*' Does this train stop at Newark ? " 

"No, sir." 

The train had commenced to move. 

When Hector Norton heard the porter's reply, 
he seized his handbag and umbrella, and made a 
dive for the door. 

The porter banged it to, and said: 

" You can't get out now, sir. It's dangerous. Go 
on to Grantham." 

" I'll see you first," said Hector. " I'm not 

going to be shut up here with a beastly cad like 
Cohen all the way to Grantham." 
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Before Cohen had time to reply Hector pushed 
the porter's arm away, and turned the door 
handle. 

The carriage was now past the end of the 
platform. 

" Stop him," shouted Paddy Cain. '* You young 
fool, you'll kill yourself." 

He made a dive at Hector's coat, but was too late. 

The carriage door flew wide open, and Hector 
Norton fell out, 

'* He's done it now," said Paddy, as he looked 
out. 

*'He's lying quite still. The porter's run up to 
him. He's moving. What a blessing he's not 
killed." 

''Shut the door, the young idiot's all right," 
growled Cohen. "Serves him right, he should keep 
a civil tongue in his head." 

Hector Norton had a bad fall. 

When the porter reached him he said : 

'* It's a lucky thing for you, sir, you were not 
killed. I tried to keep you in the carriage." 

''It's not your fault," groaned Hector. "Take 
care,^ my left arm's smashed, I think." 

With the assistance of the porter Hector Norton 
scrambled to his feet. 

He could not walk, his left ankle was broken. 

" You'll not be able to go on to Newark to-night," 
said the porter. 

"I must," said Hector. 

He was helped to the waiting-room, and a doctor 
sent for. 
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When the doctor saw him, he at once said Hector 
must not go on to Newark. 

"I have met you in the hunting field, Mr. 
Norton," he said. 

" I thought I had seen you before," said Hector. 
'*Is it very bad, Dr. Morris?" 

**Yes," said the doctor. **You*ve broken your 
arm in two places, and your ankle is broken. 
Come to my house, that will be best for you. 
My housekeeper will soon get a room ready for 
you." 

**You are very kind," said Hector. ''I am afraid 
I am giving you a lot of trouble." 

*'Nbt at all," said Dr. Morris. 

Hector Norton was conveyed to the doctor's 
house, and a telegram despatched to Beechwood 
stating that he had met with an accident, but not 
of a serious nature." 

"That will not alarm them," said Dr. Morris. 
" It will explain your absence, and I will write to- 
night and state what has happened." 

** Many thanks," said Hector. 

When Dr. Morris's note reached Beechwood Mrs. 
Norton and Nora decided to go to Retford at once 
to see Hector. 

"It must be a very bad accident or he would 
have come home," said Mrs. Norton. "What 
trouble we are in to be sure." 

Mrs. Norton and Nora found Hector was as 
comfortable as he could possibly be und^r the 
circumstances. 

There was, however, no chance of hi« being 
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moved for a week or more, so Nora decided 
to remain with him, and Mrs. Norton returned 
home. 

"Tell me how it all happened," said Nora. 

'*"! fell out of the carriage door," said Hector. 
**The train was on the move when I found out it 
did not stop at Newark." 

"When are you to be married, Nora?" asked 
Hector. 

" Next week," she replied. " Eric and the 
Squire are both anxious for the wedding to take 
place then." 

" I can't go," said Hector. 

"Tm very sorry," said Nora. 

''You need not be, Nora," he said. "Tm a bad 
lot." 

"That Fm am sure you are not," she replied. 
"You may have gone wrong, Hector, but you are 
not bad at heart." 

"You don't know all," he said. "If you did you 
would not speak to me." 

" How can you . 3ay so. Hector ? " she replied. 
"I am too fond of you to let anything come 
between us." 

"You're a good girl, Nora," he said "and Eric 
is lucky to get you for a wife. I hope you will 
be happy." 

"I am sure we shall," said Nora. "And, Hec- 
tor, you must try and be good friends with 
Eric." 

" I'm afraid he will not want to be good 
friends with me," replied Hector. "We shall see, 

s 



Digitized 



by Google 



258 THE MAGPIE JACKET. 

Nora. Perhaps I can do something to heal the 
breach between us. He's a good fello\y, Nora, a 
much better man than I am." 

" If you had the chance I am sure you would 
prove yourself to be all I think you," said Nora. 
** You have been spoiled, Hector. If you had to 
work hard, I am sure you would be all the better 
for it." 

**What makes you say that?" asked Hec- 
tor. " Shall I have to work hard, do you 
think?" 

** You may have to do so," she replied, " We 
never can tell what may happen." 

He thought of Sirus Cohen's words about Norton 
and Son, and felt uneasy. 

When Hector Norton reached Beechwood his 
father welcomed him more warmly that usual. 

*' You must get well as soon as you can," said Mr. 
Norton. " I shall want you." 

"What for?" asked Hector. 

"To work, my lad. Things are in a bad way 
with us. We shall have a hard job to pull 
through." 

" Then the firm's not gone yet ? " said Hector. 

" No, but it's almost as good as gone," said Mr. 
Norton. '*We must try our best. We can do no 
more." 

''I've not been a good son, governor/' said 
Hector; "but I'll try and make amends." 
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" Perhaps it's been my fault, Hector," said Mr. 
Norton. *' You've had too much of your own way. 
I ought to have pulled you up before." 

"And what about Amy Jackson?" asked 
Hector. 

**We will talk of that when you are well 
again," said Mr Norton. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A FRIEND IN NEED. 

Norton and Son were in serious difficulties. 
There was no disguising the fact. If Robert 
Norton could not manage to get ten thousand 
pounds within a week the firm would go. 

** Never knew money so tight before/' he 
groaned. "What on earth am I to do?" 

"Is it as bad as this, governor?" said Hector. 

"Yes, my boy, it is. Smash is the only word 
for it." 

" Fm awfully sorry. I ought to have helped 
you more," said Hector. "All we can do is to 
make a fresh start on the remains of the 
wreck." 

"There will be deuced little left, Fm afraid, 
Hector. All my specs have gone wrong. I can't 
make it out. There's been the deuce to pay 
ately. If I could only get hold of ten thousand 
we should pull through, and, besides that, we 
should make a fortune. We have a couple of 
splendid contracts on hand, and the people who 
come down on us will reap the benefit. It's 
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terrible hard luck. I've tried hard to get the 
money, but it's no go." 

Mrs. Norton confided in Nora. She felt Nora 
was the only one she could pour out her troubles 
to. 

'* I must tell Eric," said Nora, sadly. " It will 
not be fair to him not to know before — 
before " 

'* Nora, dear," said her mother, " you are quite 
right; he ought to know. But it will make no 
difference to him. He is a manly fellow and he 
loves you, Nora. It is yourself he wants, not 
money. I fancy he will be rather pleased you 
are poor." 

Mrs. Norton kissed her daughter fondly. 

**You had better tell him at once, Nora. We 
will call this afternoon." 

**You are very good, mother. How does father 
take it?" 

" Better than I expected. We shall have to 
leave Beechwood." 

" I am very sorry for you, mother, and I love 
Beechwood," said Nora. 

"Don't be sorry for me, Nora. To tell you the 
honest truth, I have never been happy here. 
Beechwood's too much for me. It smothers me, 
Nora, I can't carry the load." 

** I am sure you have done very well, mother. 
Everyone respects you. It will be a pity to leave 
Beechwood. 

Mrs. Norton and Nora drove to Arden Hall in 
the afternoon. 
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" I am afraid we shall not be able to drive in a 
carriage much longer/* said Mrs Norton, with a sigh. 
She really liked her carriage. It was such a comfort 
to be able to drive about from place to place. 

*'This is an unexpected pleasure," said Mrs. 
Fairfield, as she greeted them. Eric and Nora went 
out on to the terrace. The Squire was taking his 
afternoon doze. 

'* Eric, I have some bad news to tell you," she 
commenced falteringly. 

** Is Hector worse ? " he asked. 

"He is much better, I am glad to say," replied 
Nora. "It is about business I wish to speak to 
you." 

" How can any business but the all important 
one of our marriage affect me," said Eric, with a 
smile. 

'* I am afraid father is in serious difficulties," said 
Nora. 

Eric remembered he had heard Norton and Son 
were shaky. 

He looked serious, as he replied : 

**I hope it is not very bad, Nora." 

"Oh, but it is, Eric. It could not be worse. 
Mother told me everything this morning, and I 
felt I must tell you at once before we were 
married." 

"Whatever happens to your father it could 
make no possible difference to our marriage, 
Nora.*' 

She looked up into his face with a smile of 
happiness, although her eyes were dim with tears. 
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'*I could not let you marry me under false 
pretences, Eric," she said. " I could not bear 
to think you had been deceived/' 

"You're a dear good girl, Nora" he said, 
bending down and kissing her. "The best little 
woman in the world. You are much too good for me. 
You are not deceiving me. You are incapable of 
deceit, Nora. I know your father is not as well off 
as he was a year or two back, he has had heavy 
losses. I knew this before you did, Nora. Could 
you for one moment doubt me and think I 
was mercenary. I want you, Nora — you alone." 

" No, Eric, I never doubted you," she said ; 
" but it was only right you should know. It might 
have been said the marriage had been hurried on 
so that there could be no drawing back." 

"I should like to see the person who would 
say such a thing in my presence," said Eric 
quickly. " You must not let such things trouble 
you, Nora." 

"Who is that coming up the drive, Eric?" 
asked Nora. 

" It's a messenger from the telegraph office. 
I wonder what he wants, or rather, what news he 
brings." 

"Good news I hope," said Nora. "We have 
had nothing but bad news at Beechwood lately. 
I am commencing to be afraid of a telegraph boy." 

In a few minutes Mrs. Fairfield came out. 

"Eric„ your uncle wants you. He says it is 
most important. You had better go to him at once. 
J am sure Nora will excuse you." 
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Eric ran into the house, and went to his uncle's 
room. 

He found the Squire pacing about, and in an 
excited state. 

*' Eric, my lad, we're in luck again. It's that 
Magpie Jacket. I only put it back in its place 
again to-day, and I thought as I fastened it in the 
frame something would turn up. Something has 
turned up. By Jove, I never felt so pleased. It's 
wonderful, and I thought all the money was 
gone." 

" What money ? " said Eric, bewildered. 

'* The money I put into those blessed mines in 
Coolgardie," said the Squire. '* Oh ! I forgot you 
didn't know how much I had in them. Well, it was 
a heap, Eric. More than I ought to have risked. 
But read that, my lad. Read it. I want your 
advice." 

Eric took the telegram and read : 

" Will you sell your shares in the No. i Great 
Barrier mine, Coolgardie. Lord Farfar offers fifty 
thousand, cash. Should advise you to accept. It 
will save you further trouble and it is a fair 
offer." 

The telegram was signed Bolter and Swallow. 

Eric could hardly believe his eyes. 

Fifty thousand," he gasped. 

**I have ten thousand in the concern," said Ihe 
Squire. " Forty thousand clear profit. That's not 
a bad deal for an old man, eh, Eric?" 

" You astonish me, uncle. I hardly know what to 
say." 
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"You can't be more astonished than I am," said 
the Squire." ** I thought my money was gone. 
What a slice of luck." 

"Shall you accept the offer ? asked Eric. 

"I shall," said the Squire, **and no more mines 
for me. I hope Farfar makes another fifty thousand 
out of it." 

Eric looked embarrassed. 

•* What's the matter, my boy?" said the Squire. 
'* Are you upset ? " 

"Tm in an awkard fix," said Eric. 

"How's that?" 

" I have something to tell you, something Nora 
has just told me, and now I hardly like to name it. 
It looks like making a suggestion- to you." 

" Out with it. You are not accustomed to beating 
about the bush," said the Squire. "What is it? Tm 
all attention. Bolter and Swallow can wait a bit for 
my reply. It will do them good. They'll be in a 
perfect fever to have my reply, and know whether 
they will get a good commission." 

Then Eric told him all Nora had said, and how the 
firm of Norton and Son were in difficulties, and, 
not expected to weather the storm. He also told 
the Squire why Nora had made the communication 
to him. 

" Eric that girl's one in a thousand. Go and 
bring her here. I want to see her," said the 
Squire. 

** Nora, my uncle wishes to see you," said 
Eric. 

She accompanied him to the Squire's room. 
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Squire Arden kissed her fondly, and then startled 
both Eric and Nora by saying: 

*' I want to see your father, Nora. Do- you think 
he will call?'' 

" Nora could not reply for a few moments. What 
did it all mean ? Mr. Arden asking her father to 
call. It was too good to be true. 

**I am sure he will be only too pleased," she faltered. 

" And Fm not sure of anything of the sort," 
blurted out the Squire. ^' I want to see him on 
particular business. Eric drive back with Mrs. 
Norton and Nora, and don't come back without 
him. I generally manage to have my own way, and 
I want to see P I mean Robert Norton." 

'* Hang it all I nearly said ' Peg.' That would 
have spoilt the whole affair," thought the Squire. 

"What does it all mean," asked Nora as they 
drove back to Beechwood. 

Eric had a shrewd suspicion, but he thought it 
better to remain silent. 

*4 do hope Bob will go," said Mrs. Norton. 
**But he's very obstinate." 

Eric smiled. He thought Robert Norton would 
quickly decide to go to Arden Hall. 

Such proved to be the case. 

*^Go. Of course I'll go," said Robert Norton, 
when he had sufficiently recovered from his 
surprise. ''What on earth can he want with me? 
He can't be short of money." 

The idea of any man wanting to borrow money 
from him at the present time made Mr. Nortoq 
smile grimly. 
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He hardly knew where the next week's wages 
were to come from to pay the employees of 
Norton and Son. 

He drove back with Eric. 

'^What can he want with me?" he asked. 

'^ I am sure I don't know/' said Eric, with a 
laugh ; " but he packed us off in a hurry to 
fetch you." 

'* I fancied he hated the mere mention of my 
name," said Mr. Norton. 

''A mistake, I assure you," said Eric. ''The 
Squire hates no one, Mr. Norton." 

" I don't believe he docs. Here we are, I really 
don't know what to say to him," said Mr. Norton. 

When Robert Norton entered the Squire's room 
the two men stood and looked at each other for a 
moment. Then Squire Arden said — 

'*! am glad to see you, Mr. Norton. In future I 
hope we shall be better ne'ghbours." 

"I hope so, Mr. Arden," said Robert Norton. 
" I am sure we owe you an apology for that affair 
over Hiram Jackson." 

''That IS over," said the Squire. "We will say 
no more about it. You were not to blame at all 
events. Read that telegram, Mr. Norton." 

Robert Norton was surprised, as well he might 
be, at such a request from the Squire. 

" He must be in some mess or other," thought 
Mr. Norton. 

When he read the telegram he gasped. 

"Fifty thousand pounds! Good heavens! it's a 
fortune, Squire," he exclaimed. 
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'* Not to such a man as yourself," said Squire 
Arden ; " but it means a good deal to me." 

"It would mean a vast deal more to me at the 
present time," said Mr. Norton. 

" What do you mean ? " asked the Squire. 

*'To use a slang expression, Norton and Son's 
in Queer Street," said Robert Norton, with a 
feeble attempt to smile. 

**I knew it," was the unexpected reply of the 
Squire. "That's why I sent for you." 

" Indeed," said Mr. Norton, surprised beyond 
measure. 

"How the deuce has he heard of it?" he 
thought. 

"Your daughter is to marry my nephew," said 
the Squire. 

"Oh! that's it," thought Robert Norton; "he 
wants to back out of it." 

" I love that girl as a daughter," said the 
Squire; "and Eric has always stood in place of 
a son to me." 

Robert Norton was bewildered again. 

If Squire Arden loved them, why should he wish 
to separate them ? 

" Are you in very low water? " asked the Squire. 

Robert Norton hesitated. He hardly liked the 
question. 

"What ever you tell me I need hardly say shal' 
go no farther," said the Squire. 

Robert Norton considered it was best to be 
frank with the Squire, and he placed the whole 
facts before him. 



Digitized 



by Google 



A FRIEND IN NEED, 269 

"And ten thousand pounds will pull you through. 
You can complete your contracts, and go on with 
the business if that amount is advanced?" asked 
the Squire, 

'Tm certain of it," said Robert Norton. **But I 
cannot get the money. Heaven knows, I've tried 
hard enough." 

Squire Arden took a telegraph form and 
wrote : 

*' Accept Lord Farfar's offer. Ten thousand cash 
by Saturday to bind the bargain." 

** Read that," he said, as. he handed it to Robert 
Norton. 

" I see you want money as well as myself. Squire,' 
said Mr. Norton, smiling. 

** I do. I want ten. thousand badly," said the 
Squire, with a humorous look at Robert Norton that 
made him start, 

"Do you know what I want the money for at 
once ? " 

"No," said Robert Norton, faintly. 

" I want to set Norton and Son on their legs 
again," said the Squire. " I want to make Eric and 
Nora happy, and I think that will do it." 

Robert Norton could not speak. He could not 
believe it true. Here was the man he had called 
hard names, and tried to annoy in many petty ways, 
actually saving him from ruin. 

This was too much for Robert Norton. He had 
battled with a hard world from his youth upwards, 
and had met with no men of Squire Arden's 
stamp. 
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Robert Norton's silence was eloquent of his 
feelings, and Squire Arden understood it, and 
thought : 

"There's a lot of good in him after all. It only 
wanted bringing out. Fm glad Tve been the man 
to do it." 

For fully five minutes Robert Norton did not 
speak. Then he raised his head, and in a broken 
voice said : 

" Squire Arden, you've given me the hardest 
knock I ever had in my li''e, and I've had many. I 
won't mince matters with you. I've not always 
behaved straight towards you. You're a noble- 
hearted man. Will you let me take your hand ? " 

"There it is, Robert Norton," said the Squire. 
'* Now say no more about it. The money is your's 
until you can repay it. Try some of my old port. 
The vicar says it's good, and he's a judge, you 
know." 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE CRASH AVERTED. 

Norton and Son were saved. The firm, much 
to the surprise of those most interested, met its 
liabilities. 

Where the money came from was a mystery, but 
the solid cash spoke for itself. There could be no 
doubt about that. 

The wedding took place at Arden church, the 
vicar performing the ceremony, and Eric Fairfield 
and Nora Norton were man and wife. 

It was a quiet wedding, although the church was 
crowded with the villagers, and a number of the best 
county people were present. 

Happy is the bride the sun shines on, and it 
could not have been a more favourable day. 

Nora Norton looked charming — a picture of 
happiness — and Eric was very proud of his beauti- 
ful wife. 

Squire Arden was supremely happy. He knew 
he had done the right thing in lending Robert 
Norton the money to tide over his difficulties. 

Hector Norton was even more surprised than his 
father when he heard what Mr. Arden had done. 
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" I should never have thought it of him," said 
Hector. " It makes a fellow seem very small. I 
wish I could get about again. I'm bored to death 
lying here helpless." 

"You will have to take your time, my boy," said 
his father. " Broken arms and ankles take a lot of 
mending. What are you going to do about Amy 
Jackson ? " 

** Whatever you wish," said Hector, wearily. 

**The best thing you can do is to marry her 
quietly, and go abroad for a couple of years. I 
shall be able to manage that for you. Of course, 
you know Beech wood will have to come under the 
hammer. The place is heavily mortgaged. It took 
all the money Squire Arden advanced to keep the 
firm going. In a few years we shall have pulled 
round, but it is no use trying to keep Beechwood on. 
We made a false start. Hector. Sticking to business 
is the only thing to pull us round." 

Hector Norton gradually regained his strength. 

When he was able to go out, he went to Hiram 
Jackson and confessed he was sorry for the 
wrong he had done him and also his daughter. 

**I am willing to make all the amends in my 
power, Jackson," he said. " My father suggests 
that when Amy and I are married we should go 
abroad for a couple of years." 

" Then you will marry Amy ? " said Hiram 
Jackson, eagerly. 

" Yes," said Hector. " It must be a quiet 
wedding — somewhere in London— and we can go 
on to the Continent for a time, and then perhaps 
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to the colonies. It will be the best way, Jackson. 
We are leaving Beechwood." 

"So your father's going to sell out, is he?" 
said Hiram. *' You're not ashamed of Amy, I 
hope. She's too good for you. Hector Norton. 
I don't envy her, but the lass loves you. Mind 
you treat her fairly, or, by God, I'll follow you to 
the end of the world to pay you out." 

Hector Norton was nettled at Hiram's remarks. 
He was not man enough to acknowledge he married 
Amy because he was in honour bound to do so. 
He wished Jackson to understand it was a great 
condescension on his part, but Hiram naturally 
refused to regard it in that light. 

" If you try to bully me into it," said Hector, 
'Til not marry her at all." 

" You will marry her," said Hiram, " or PU 
know the reason why." 

''Haven't I told you I will marry her?" said 
Hector. 

**If you take her away to London, how do I 
know you will act squarely by her?" said Hiram. 
**You deceived her once, you might do so again. 
If your father trusts you it's more than I do. 
There's not much of the man about you. Hector 
Norton." 

Hiram Jackson was not doing his daughter's 
cause any good by bandying words with Hector 
Norton. The man, however, was angry at the 
way in which Hector spoke, and, knowing he had 
him to a certain extent in his power, did not 
spare him, 

T 
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" It's not much use talking to you/' said 
Hector; ** I will go and see Amy. She'll listen to 
reason." 

"I must see her married to you/^ said Hiram. 

''You will do nothing of the kind," said 
Hector. 

"How am I to know you have married her?" 
said Hiram, ''Will, you let me have a copy of the 
certificate ? " 

" D you, yes," said Hector, angrily, " if 

nothing else will satisfy you." 

'•You've no occasion to swear at me," said 
Hiram. " I want justice for my lass. I don't care 
about myself. So long as you are married to her, 
I am satisfied. She's made her own bed, and 
she'll have to lie on it. I'm sorry for her, but it 
can't be helped." 

Hector Norton saw Amy Jackson, and she 
agreed to meet him in London and to be married 
by special licence. 

When Nora heard from Hector all he had done, 
she well understood how Eric had been cold 
towards him. 

"You have behaved shamefully," said Nora, 
" but I am glad you are going to make amends. 
I hope you will be a good husband to her." 

" I shall be as good as the ordinary run q\ 
husbands," he replied. "We are not all such 
perfect beings as Eric." 

Hector Norton's repentant feelings had vanished 
with his illness, and he was again selfish and 
defiant. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE CRASH A VERTED. 275 

*'For shame, Hector," said Nora. *'I am sorry 
for Amy, and I cannot tell you how sorry I am 
to have my faith in you shattered." 

" I warned you, Nora," said Hector ; ** I told 
you I was a bad lot." 

Mrs. Norton and his sisters at Beechwood were 
shocked to hear of Hector^s misdeeds. 

His mother sided with Mr. Norton, and urged 
him to marry Amy ; but Ethel Norton set her 
face resolutely against it. 

"It is sure to be made known," she said, *'and 
we shall be the talk of the county. The girl has 
gone wrong ; let her suffer for iti" 

''You are most unfeeling," said her mother. 
'* What does it matter about the county people ? 
We shall not be here long." 

^*What do you mean, mother?" said Ethel, 
alarmed. 

"We shall not be at Beechwood much longer. 
Your father has to sell the property," said Mrs. Norton. 

"Sell Beechwood?" said Ethel in amazement. 

" Yes. It is heavily mortgaged. The money 
he had from Squire Arden all went into the 
business," said Mrs. Norton. 

Ethel Norton's pride received a severe shock 
when she heard this news. She had held her 
head very high as Miss Norton — the rich Miss 
Norton of Beechwood. 

She did not answer her mother, but swept 
out of the room. 

Ethel Norton was a disappointed woman. She 
had refused to marry the man she loved because 
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he was poor and had only a moderate position 
in life, in the hopes of meeting with a more 
eligible partner. The eligible gentleman had not 
turned up, Miss Norton was no longer Miss Norton 
of Beechwood, and, worst of all, she was fast 
reaching the age when marriage becomes dif- 
ficult. It was her pride she had considered before 
her happiness, and the result might have been 
anticipated. 

Hector Norton went up to London, and Amy 
Jackson, with her son, followed him. 

They were married, and Hiram Jackson in due 
course received a copy of the marriage certificate. 

Hector and his wife went to Paris, and 
thence to Naples. 

Amy soon discovered Hector cared very little 
about her; but for her child's sake she deter, 
mined to smother her feelings." 

Robert Norton gave Hector what ought to have 
been an ample allowance, but his gambling pro- 
pensities were against him. 

He lost his first instalment in a week, and wrote 
home for more. 

Robert Norton sent him fifty pounds, and gave 
him to understand his line of conduct did not suit him. 

Hector Norton went from bad to worse. 

He looked upon his wife as the cause of all his 
trouble, and constantly upbraided hjr. 

Amy bore it all patiently. 

**Let us try the colonies," she said to Hector 
one day. "You will never b^ settlec} wandering 
about Naples/' 
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"Can't get the money to go out with/' said 
Hector. 

*' I am sure your father will pay our passages 
and give you enough to make a start with when 
we reach Australia," she replied. 

'*Then you had better write and ask him," said 
Hector. " If he'll pay our saloon passages and 
give me five hundred to start with, we will go." 

Amy wrote to Robert Norton and stated what 
Hector had said. 

"I'll do it," said Robert Norton; "but I shall 
pay the passages myself, and two hundred and 
fifty pounds out of the five hundred shall be 
given to his wife. I'll have two drafts made 
out, one for Hector, and one for Amy ; and 
I'll allow him another fifty for the passage. That 
ought to suffice. The firm's going ahead again, 
thanks to Squire Arden." 

When Hector heard of his father's decision he 
was very angry. 

"I believe you asked him to give half the 
money to you," he said to Amy. 

"I did no such thing," she replied. "You know 
very well I would not do it. I think your father 
acted wisely all the same." 

"I'm glad to hear it," sneered Hector; "but 
mind, if I'm stumped you'll have to pay over the 
cash." 

Amy did not answer him. j 

" Did you hear me ? " he asked, savagely, I 

" I heard you, Hector." 

"Well." 
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** I shall keep the money for our son." 

" Your son," he said, brutally. 

*' How dare you," she said, angrily. " You are 
no man. Hector, to say such words to me " 

He laughed bitterly. 

'* A nice mess youVe made of my life," he 
said. I wish Td never seen you." 

She left the room. She went to her child's bed 
and sobbed bitterly. 

" I must bear it, for your sake, my darling," she 
sobbed; "but it is very hard." 

" Is dat you, mammy ? " said the child, half 
asleep. 

" Yes, dear. Are you warm and snug? " 

"I is, mammy. Oo tiss me. Dod bless oo; 
dood night." 

She kissed the little one, and he was soon sound 
asleep. 

Hector Norton and his wife started on their 
voyage. 

In three weeks Hector had gambled away all his 
spare cash, and sold his draft for two hundred 
pounds cash, which he also lost. 

Amy was firm, and would not part with her 
money. 

He threatened and bullied, but all to no purpose. 

Then he commenced drinking heavily. 

'*ril run up a stiff bill, and she'll have to pay 
that," he chuckled to himself. 

^Tm afraid I shall have to stop Mr. Norton's 
drink," said the captain to Amy. 

" I wish you would do so at once," she replied. 
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" If he is not sober to-night I shall do so," he 
said. 

Hector Norton was not sober. He was very 
intoxicated. 

He turned into his bunk, and went to sleep. 

In the morning he was nowhere to be found. 

** He was in the cabin last night," said Amy, 
anxiously. "He must be hiding somewhere." 

The captain looked serious. Search was made 
for him high and low, but he could not be 
found. 

When the vessel reached Colombo the captain 
arranged for Amy Norton to return by a homeward 
bound steamer. 

There could be no doubt about it, Hector Nor- 
ton had fallen overboard, and Amy was left a 
widow. 

It was a sad ending to a life that might have 
been promising had Hector Norton not given way 
to temptation. 

Robert Norton took his son's death deeply to 
heart. He thought, with regret, he had not always 
set him a good example. 

The firm still continued to be Norton and Son. 

Beechwood was put up to auction, and Squire 
Arden bought it, and handed the title-deeds to 
Eric. 

"Now you will have a home of your own," he 
said; ''but I hope you will not entirely desert the 
Hall." 

"That I am sure we shall not," said Eric. 
'* Neither Nora nor myself wish that." 
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" No," said Nora. '* Beechwood is so near, and 
I am afraid we shall often trespass on your 
hospitality." 

**You must regard Arden Hall just as much 
your home as Beechwood," said the Squire. "I 
think your father is glad I bought it, Nora." 

" I am sure he is," said Nora. '* He will be 
pleased to visit us there, and see the old home 
again." 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE parson's wooing. 

Matrimony was evidently in the air at Arden. 

Mrs. Barnett, the vicar's housekeeper, could not 
make out the Rev. Henry Burton at all. 

When she discovered he had been to Doncaster 
to see the St. Leger run she was scandalised, and 
when the church bells were set ringing to cele- 
brate the victory of Cannon Ball she thought the 
Arden people must have gone mad. 

For the first time in her long reign at Arden 
Vicarage the vicar had rebelled against her rule. 

She commenced to rate him soundly upon h's 
conduct, and the Rev. Henry told her to mind her 
own business. 

This so astonished her she could find no reply, 
and retired to her own quarters highly indignant. 

The bishop made no sign, and the vicar came to 
the conclusion he had heard nothing about his ex- 
pedition to Doncaster or of the ringing of the 
church bells. 

As a matter of fact, the bishop knew all about 
it, but, acting upon advice, he had refrained from 
making any comments on the subject. 
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Mrs. Barnett saw there was a decided change 
in the vicar, and felt her authority was no longer 
paramount. After grave consideration she came 
to the conclusion he was in love and contemplated 
matrimony. 

Entering his study one morning, she discovered 
a young lady's photograph on the mantelpiece. 

This in itself was quite . sufficient to give her 
a shock, but when she recognised the lady in 
the photograph she sat down with a gasp in 
the nearest chair, which happened to be the 
vicar's. 

" Well, upon my word 1 " she said to herself. 
" Miss Ruth Caunton, the Squire's trainer's daughter. 
How did he come by that? She must have given 
it to him. It is positively shocking. He goes to 
the races, then he has the bells rung to celebrate 
a win, and now he has the photograph of the 
trainer's daughter in his study. 

*^ How can he compose sermons with that girl's 
picture staring him in the face, reminding him of 
his iniquities? He ought to know better, he really 
ought. I wonder who he is going to marry? 
That's what's the matter with him ; I know the 
symptoms. Poor Barnett had them badly before 
/le married me. She'd not like to see that photo 
stuck up here, whoever she is." 

It did not enter Mrs. Barnett's head for a 
moment that Ruth Caunton could be the lady the 
vicar had chosen to be his wife. 

So absorbed was Mrs. Barnett in thinking over 
the changed aspect of affairs at the vicarage, and 
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in the contemplation of Ruth Caunton's photo- 
graph, that she did not hear the door open. 

The Rev. Henry Burton stood for a moment 
contemplating her with a smile on his face. 

He looked very happy, and had evidently received 
good news. 

He coughed to attract Mrs. Barnett's attention, 
and she jumped up with a start. 

"Do you admire that young lady very much?*' 
he asked. "You were regarding her portrait 
earnestly.*' 

" How he brazens it out ! " thought Mrs. Barnett. 

"It is Ruth Caunton, the daughter of Squire 
Arden's trainer," she said, in a tone of voice 
signifying "and it has no business here.** 

The vicar smiled as he thought to himself : 

" I shall give her a shock presently.**' 

Aloud he said : 

" I think she is a most estimable young lady. I 
hope you will get on with her, Mrs. Barnett. 
I should be sorry to lose you after all these 
years." 

"What on earth can he mean?" thought the 
astonished housekeeper. 

" I have just left her,** said the vicar, prolonging 
the agony. 

" He*s actually been flirting with her,** thought 
Mrs. Barnett. 

"We have had a most interesting conversation,** 
he continued. "I have asked her to be my wife, 
and she has consented.** 

Mrs. Barnett held up her hands in pious horror. 
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"You are going to marry Ruth Caunton?" she 
gasped. 

" We have decided to enter the bonds of 
matrimony," said the vicar. " I am sure you will 
congratulate me, Mrs. Barnett, on obtaining so 
estimable a wife." 

Mrs. Barnett was thoroughly upset. She replied, 
in a faltering manner: 

"It is very sudden, sir. You have taken me 
quite unawares. I hope you will find her a suit- 
able wife." 

" I am quite certain of that," said the vicar 
" Ruth desired me to say she hoped you would 
remain at the vicarage." 

"You must give me time to consider, sir. It is 
all so sudden," said Mrs. Barnett. 

" Naturally, you are a good deal upset," said 
the vicar. "Think the matter over calmly, Mrs. 
Barnett. I am sure you will arrive at a right 
decision. I need hardly say I have been much 
indebted to you for many years. You have done 
all in your power to make me comfortable. I see 
no reason why you should not remain — none in 
the least. I will consider ydu in every way, and 
I am sure Ruth will be grieved if you decide to go." 

Mrs. Barnett thought the matter over, and came 
to the conclusion she should not be able to take 
second place at Arden Vicarage, and especially to 
Ruth Caunton. 

She imparted her decision to the vicar, who did 
not look so overwhelmed by the intelligence as she 
thought he ought to have been. 
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" I am sorry you have decided to leave," he said. 
" I shall be happy to do all in my power to secure 
you another suitable situation." 

'* What a relief," he said to himself, when the 
housekeeper had retired. " I was afraid she would 
decide to remain. After her rule for ten years or 
more, it will be happiness indeed to have Ruth by 
my side." 

"So you have done it?" said the Squire, when 
the vicar told him the news. '* The double has 
come off — Cannon Ball and Ruth Caunton. I 
knew it would, and I shall give you a cheque, Henry, 
to refurnish the house. You're a sly rascal to go 
and appropriate the prettiest girl in your congrega- 
tion. Talk about Church and Stage, this is going a 
step farther — Church and Turf. Dear me, what 
will the folk say ? " 

" It matters little to me what they say," said the 
vicar. '* Ruth is a most estimable woman. She 
will make me an admirable wife. I think I am 
setting a good example by choosing a woman I love 
in preference to marrying for position." 

" You are quite right," said Squire Arden. " I 
admire your pluck, Henry. Shall you ask the 
bishop to marry you ? You can't very well 
perform the ceremony yourself." 

" I think I shall ask his lordship to officiate," said 
the vicar. " I do not fancy he will raise any 
objection." 

" Ask him," said the Squire. " I shall be anxious 
to hear his reply." 

When it became generally known the vicar 
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of Arden was to marry Ruth Caunton, many 
people considered he was making a grave 
mistake. 

Mrs. Barnett could not hold her peace, and spoke 
her mind freely on the subject. Mrs. Fairfield con- 
sidered the vicar's choice admirable, and heartily 
congratulated Ruth. 

'*I am so glad you approve of it," said Ruth. 
**So many people think Henry is making a mistake, 
Ihit I have had grave doubts whether I ought not 
to release him from his promise. Do you think his 
marriage with me will lessen his influence for good 
amongst the people of Arden?" 

^* Certainly not. It will strengthen it if anything. 
He had far better marry a native of Arden than 
introduce a stranger here." 

** But think what he might have done," said 
Ruth. ** He could have chosen a wife in his own 
station of life. Would not that have been 
better ? " 

*' He has chosen you, dear," said Mrs. Fairfield 
'*That is sufficient. He has, in my opinion, done 
right. I am sure you will make him a good wife, 
Ruth." 

" I shall strive to do so," she said. '' He is a good, 
noble-hearted man, Mrs. Fairfield. Any woman 
would be honoured by the love of such a man." 

'* If these are your feelings, Ruth, I have no doubt 
of the result of your marriage. A woman- to be 
happy in her married life ought always to be able 
to respect and honour her husband, as well as love 
him. Passion, Ruth, is often mistaken for love. I{ 
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all women would do as you are doing, and marry in 
the same spirit, there would be less unhappy unions. 
You can help the vicar in so many ways. All the 
villagers know and respect you. They know and 
honour your father, and they will consider that in 
taking you for his wife, the vicar has proved his 
devotion to the Arden people/' said Mrs. Fair- 
field. 

Ruth was much cheered by Mrs. Fairfield's words. 
She had not failed to hear some of the comments 
passed upon her intended marriage, and she com- 
menced to doubt whether she had done right in 
accepting the vicar's offer. 

It was not of herself she thought, but of him. 
Ruth had an unselfish nature, and her so!e desire 
was to make her intended husband happy. 

Ned Caunton was pleased at the match, and it 
somewhat amused him to think the Vicar of Arden 
should marry his daughter. 

He thought Ruth a match fit for any man, and he 
had a great respect for the vicar. 

** Parsons are not much in my line, Ruth," he 
said, "but the vicar is a real good sort. He's a man 
I like. He has the courage of his opinions, and 
that's more than most men have." 

The Squire, true to his promise, gave the vicar 
a substantial cheque, and the house was thoroughly 
refurnished for the bride. 

The wedding took place in Arden Church, and 
the bishop performed the ceremony. 

His lordship had some misgivings at first as to 
whether this was the correct thing for him to do, 
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but when he considered the Vicar of Arden's great 
popularity in the county, he thought it policy to 
comply with his request. 

After the wedding the vicar and his wife left for 
the- continent to spend their honeymoon, and it 
was generally acknowledged they made a very 
handsome couple. 

Eric Fairfield and his wife had taken up their 
residence at Beechwood, but not a day passed 
without Eric paying a visit to the Hall to see his 
uncle. 

"The Southwell Hunt Club Meeting is on next 
week," he said to the Squire ; " and I have entered 
Honeydrop for the Hunters' Plate. He ought to 
have a good chance." 

*'If he can get the course he ought to win/' 
said the Squire. ''I know he can stay the 
distance, but do you think he will clear Ihe jumps ? " 

**Yes," said Eric. '*I have been schooling him 
of late, and I shall ride him myself. Nora is 
anxious about it, but I tell her there is no 
danger." 

**It will be a pleasant day's outing; I shall go," 
said the Squire. 

"I entered Honeydrop in your name," said Eric. 
'* So I will ride in the old colours." 

'* Quite right," said the Squire; "and I hope 
they will bring you luck. By-the-bye, Eric, I 
shall run nothing at Newmarket. Ned is dis- 
appointed, but I will keep both colts for next year. 
We can pick up a rich prize or two at Ascot or 
Goodwood if they go on all right." 
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'*I think Primrose would have won the Cam- 
bridgeshire," said Eric. '* But I know you are not 
partial to handicaps." 

'* No, I am not," said Squire Arden ; " and now 
I have won the St. Leger I am satisfied. I have 
had a narrow squeak, Eric. I was in much lower 
water than you imagined when I said a good win 
was my last chance. Everything has turned out 
well. Even Robert Norton is fast making another 
fortune, and he says he shall be able . to refund 
the ten thousand pounds in another twelve months. 
I have told him when he does so, it will still be in 
the family, for I intend to hand it over to you 
and Nora. It will come in handy, I am sure, for 
Beechwood takes keeping up." 

''But you make me a handsome allowance 
without it," said Eric. " I really do not require 
it." 

" My dear boy, it will be yours some day," said 
the Squire. " You will have Arden when I am gone, 
Eric. I cannot last many more years. I do not 
wish it. Promise me that you will reside at Arden 
Hall after me." 

" I promise that readily, uncle," said Eric, " but I 
hope it will be many years before I have to leave 
Beechwood." 

"Tm an old man, Eric," said the Squire, "but I 
feel hearty enough at present. There is no telling, 
however, when the old trees fall. I shall snap 
suddenly and be gone. It is better so, much better 
than lingering on with health and intellect im- 
paired." 
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Nora and her husband were very happy at Beech- 
wood, and Squire Arden was delighted to visit them 
in their own home. 

Robert Norton had made ample provision for his 
son's wife, and she now resided at Arden. 

Nora frequently called to see her, and they had 
several chats about the unfortunate Hector. 

Hiram Jackson did not express much sorrow when 
he heard of Hector Norton's end. He knew Amy 
would be much better off without him, and he told 
her so. 

" I hope I shall win the Hunters' Plate to-morrow, 
Nora," Eric said to his wife. 

" I do not like the idea of your riding in races," 
said Nora, " but as you have set your mind on it, 
Eric, I hope you will win." 

''Old Honeydrop is a pretty safe conveyance," 
said Eric. " I feel sure it will be all right.^* 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE hunters' plate. 

The Southwell Hunt Club meeting is a quiet, 
pleasant country gathering, and the sport as a rule 
is interesting, more especially to the local people. 

Southwell is a quaint old town — city it must be 
termed, on account of the fine old minster there. 

Southwell Minster is one of the finest old 
edifices in England, and its age is great. 

The old-fashioned hostelries in the place are in 
keeping with the surroundings, and the Saracen's 
Head is perhaps the oldest of the lot. 

The afternoon before the meeting Eric rode 
Honeydrop over to Southwell. 

He enjoyed his ride immensely, and he never 
tired of the picturesque scenery surrounding Newark 
and Southwell. 

Honeydrop was a quiet mount, and walked 
leisurely along the road. 

Several people spoke to Eric as he rode down 
Castle Street, and enquired what chance he would 
have for the Hunters' Plate. 

He replied that Honeydrop would, he thought, win, 
the only horse he feared being Lambkin, owned by 
that fine rider and sportsman, Mr. Rippon Brockton. 

u 2 
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'*Then you give Lambkin a chance?'' said the host 
of the Ram Hotel. " I suppose Mr. Brockton will 
ride him ? " 

" Sure to," said Eric, " and you know what a fine 
horseman he is. There are not many gentlemen 
riders can give Mr. Brockton a start.*' 

" I hope you'll beat him, Mr. Fairfield, because I 
mean to have a trifle on your mount," said the 
landlord. 

Eric rode past the old castle, whose ruined, 
weather-beaten walls looked down upon the canal 
beneath, and the wide fields and Great North Road 
stretching away to Muskham, and on the left to 
Kelham. 

Eric rode on past Kelham Hall, the fine mansion 
belonging to Mr. Manners-Sutton, and in an hour 
or so reached Southwell, and rode Honeydrop 
through the old-fashioned archway into the Saracen's 
Head Yard. 

'*I intend remaining for the night," he said to 
the landlord. ** I thought it better to come over the 
afternoon before the meeting. It's a good twelve- 
mile ride from Arden." 

** How's old Ned?" asked Bob Worsley, the land- 
lord. *' I have not seen him since he won the St. 
Leger. By Jove ! that was a victory, Mr. Fairfield. 
I made a book for your pair and had a good 
win." 

'* Glad to hear it," said Eric. " I think most of 
the local people were on Cannon Ball." 

"Every man I met in Newark weeks before the 
race insisted upon backing the pair coupled. I 
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laid it them in order to keep their custom. Then 
I backed them back, and commenced peppering 
the others. Young Norton, poor devil, backed 
Primrose with me. His fifty's gone, but I shall get 
over that." 

'^ He was a reckless fellow," said Eric. '* He 
had a good chance if he had not thrown it 
away." 

'* I am afraid he's not the only one in that 
respect," said Worsley. *' I met Sirus Cohen at 
Nottingham, the other day. He regards Norton's 
death as a personal affront to himself. He says 
Norton jumped overboard in order to do him out 
of his money." 

" Did Hector Norton owe Cohen much ? " asked 
Eric. 

" Several hundreds. Cohen swears he will make 
Robert Norton pay it." 

" I fancy he wiil have some difficulty in doing 
that," said Eric, laughing. " Mr. Norton will 
hardly regard it in the same light as Cohen." 

" Do you want to back your horse for the 
Hunters' Plate?" said Worsley. "I have a couple 
of hundred pound bock on it." 

*'What odds?" asked Eric. 

"Can't lay you more than two to one. It will 
be a small field. Not more than six runners, and 
Honeydrop is sure to be favourite." 

"I think Lambkin will start favourite," said 
Eric. 

" I've laid my money against him," said Wors- 
ley, "at evens," 
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"Then you can afford to lay me three to one?" 
^aid Eric." 

*Xan*t do it, sir." 

''Then ril have a hundred to fifty," said Eric. 
'' That is quite enough for me. I don't bet much." 

''All the better f^r you,^ sir," said Worsley, with 
a laugh. 

•'Then you would sooner lay horses than back 
ihem?" asked Eric, with a smile. 

"You bet I would," was the reply. 

There was a good deal of local excitement over 
the Hunt Club Meeting, and opinions were rather 
evenly divided over the chances of Honey drop and 
Lambkin for the Hunters' Plate. 

" It was well known that Mr. Brockton was a 
far more experienced mm in tha saddle than Eric, 
and this told in favour of Lambkin." 

The morning of the meeting was clear and 
bright, with a sensation of frost in the air. 

Squire Arden drove to Southwell with Mrs. 
Fairfield and Nora. 

He had not been in the ancient city since the 
Leger, and he was congratulated on all sides. 

Southwell course is well adapted for a hunt 
club meeting, but it would hardly suit those who 
delight in five-furlong flutters. 
• There was a good attendance of country 
people, and from Newark, Nottingham, and Lin- 
coln, special trains brought several enthusiastic 
racing men. 

In the primitive paddock, a space railed in for 
the occasion, were several Nottingham bookmakers, 
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quite sufficient to meet the demands made upon 
them. 

Eric had donned the magpie jacket, and came 
across to Nora and his mother. 

" I hope you will win, Eric," said his mother. 

" I hope he will not have a fall," said Nora. ** I 
must go and see Honeydrop, and give him a 
word of advice. You know I had a long ride on 
him once, and he may remember me." 

Eric laughed heartily, as he replied — 

*'You have not forgotten that ride, Nora. Do 
you recollect the scolding you got after it?" 

" I do," she said, smiling. " But I did not de- 
serve it." 

"There's Honeydrop," said Eric; '*the lad is 
walking him about." 

Honeydrop was being quietly led round, and 
seemed to take all the noise and bustle as a 
matter of course. 

''Go with Eric and look at him," said Mrs. 
Fairfield. "I shall be quite safe alone, I assure 
you. No one will run away with an old woman 
like me." 

Eric looked at his mother, and thought — 

''You are not so old as you try to make us 
believe, mother. You are a very charming 
woman." 

Mrs. Fairfield did not look her age. She was a 
fine, handsome woman. 

The Squire, Eric, and Nora, were looking at 
Honeydrop, when Sir William Singleton came up. 

After the customary greetings, he said to Nora- 
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" Is your husband going to carry off the 
Plate, Mrs. Fairfield? He has a good mount at 
any rate." 

" Old Honeydrop is a safe conveyance/' said 
Eric, after his wife had expressed her faith in 
Eric's success, " He is the horse I rede in that 
memorable run when we lost the fox at the 
Mill." 

"You don't say so," remarked Sir William. "I 
was awfully sorry not to be up at the finish. My 
horse fell lame, and I could not come up with my 
second mount in time. Of course, I could have 
had one of the whips' horses, but I never care to 
do my men out of a good run. I believe several 
horses fell lame in that run," he added, with a 
smile. 

*'That is too bad of you. Sir William," said 
Nora. *'My horse fell lame, and I rode Honey- 
drop home." 

'* Then I think Honeydrop did both of you a 
good turn," said Sir William. 

"He did," replied Eric. "He certainly assisted 
me materially in a little scheme I had on hand in 
which Nora and myself were concerned." 

"Yes," said Nora. "I accepted him. Sir 
William, out of gratitude for lending me Honey- 
drop to ride home on. To have refused him after 
such self-denial as a walk of a dozen miles, would 
have been base ingratitude." 

Sir William laughed. 

"Squire," he said; " tli^se young ones are too 
sharp for us. I am afraid we ure getting rusty," 
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*' Never mind the rust so long as we don't get 
crusty," said the Squire. " We are not like the 
Arden port. Pm afraid we don't improve with 
age, Sir William." 

" I can answer for the port improving at all 
events," said Sir William. 

" There goes the bell — I must be off," said 
Eric. 

" I will hold your coat," said Nora. " I can 
take it back to the carriage." 

"Thank you," said Eric, as he pulled off his 
overcoat. '* I have weighed out all right." 

He mounted Honeydrop, and as he settled himself 
in the saddle, Mr. Brockton rode past on his way 
out. 

'* So you're going to beat me to-day, Mr. Fairfield," 
he said. "Well, I shall give you a race for it. 
Lambkin is pretty well." 

"I shall try and beat you," replied Eric, "but I 
know I have my work cut out." 

There were six starters for the Hunters' Plate, 
distance about two and a half miles over hurdles. 

Sir William Singleton's Latchkey, The Earl of 
Shrewsbury's Mordant, Capt. Beecher's Merry- 
maid, and Mr. C. J. Cunningham's Turk (ridden 
by his owner). 

They were an even lot, and all of them were 
backed, but Lambkin was favourite, and Turk and 
Honeydrop were next in demand. 

Merrymaid went away with the lead and cleared 
the first obstacle in front of Turk and Mordaunt, 
with Lambkin and Honeydrop in the rear. 
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All fenced well so far, but at the next hurdle 
Mordaunt fell. 

For a mile Merrymaid led and then Turk passed 
him, Honeydrop following in the wake of Lambkin. 

Eric knew he had a good pilot in front of him, and 
he knew if he kept close up with Lambkin he had a 
good chance. 

*' I can beat Brockton's horse in the run home," he 
thought. 

At the hurdle rising the hill Merrymaid blundered, 
and in pulling out Lambkin to avoid a cannon, 
Biochton's horse crossed Honeydrop and caused 
him to make a false jump. 

Honeydrop struck the fence heavily, and shot 
Eric forward, but he made a clever recovery, and 
received a round of applause as he passed the 
paddock. 

The mishap had lost Honeydrop some ground, 
and Eric fancied the horse went a bit sore. 

They were now half a mile from home, and Mr. 
Brockton was sending Lambkin along. 

He caught Turk, and the pair were racing 
together well in front of Honeydrop. 

** Tm afraid that blunder cost your horse the 
race," said Sir William to the Squire. 

'* I don't mind for myself," said the Squire; 
**but I should have liked Eric to win. It en- 
courages these young fellows to win a hunters' 
race or two." 

'* He made a splendid recovery," said Sir 
William. '' He is a fine rider. He's creeping up 
now. Squire. By Jove, he's got a chance yet." 
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They were over the last hurdle, and Nora gave 
a sigh of satisfaction as she saw Honeydrop clear 
it. She had received a shock when the horse struck 
heavily and nearly unseated Eric. 

Lambkin had beaten Turk. Honeydrop had 
passed Turk and was fast overhauling Lambkin. 
It was a clinking finish, and at present it was a 
toss up which horse would win. 

Eric rode Honeydrop vigorously, and at every 
stride he gained on the leader. 

Mr. Brockton fancied he had the race, but even 
80 he was not to be caught napping. 

In a few moments the magpie jacket drew level 
with Lambkin, and there was a shout of **The 
favourite's beat! Honeydrop wins." 

Eric heard it, and his blood tingled. He had 
never felt the excitement of a close finish before. 
It was a new sensation to him, and he revelled 
in it. 

He had never handled a horse so well, and he 
knew he was riding well, and that he could 
just get up in time. 

Mr. Brockton rode his finish and timed it with 
the coolness of an old hand. It would have been 
the same had he been within an ace of winning 
the Grand National. 

Eric made a last effort, and as the horses 
passed the box he knew he had just squeezed 
home. 

"YouVe done me,*' said Mr. Brockton, as they 
puled up. "You rode a capital race, and that's a 
real good horse." 
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Praise from such a source, and at such a 
moment, was gratifying to Eric, and he appre- 
ciated it. 

There was much cheering when the winner came 
in, and Eric felt elated at his success. 

He looked pale, and the excitement had told 
on him. His hands trembled as he loosened the 
girths, and he walked slowly to the scale. 

When the weight was all right he felt relieved, 
and his momentary feeling of weakness passed 
away. 

*'i never felt anything like it before," he said 
to his wife when they were back again at Beech- 
wood ; and he related all the incidents of the 
struggle. 

'*The excitement was tremendous. I can hardly 
describe it, Nora; but I felt so desperate at the 
finish I fancy I must have imparted some of my 
sensations to Honeydrop, for he seemed to fly in 
the last few strides. 

**I don't envy Findon's feelings in the St. Leger 
when he saw Primrose such a long way ahead 
of him ; but I know how he felt when he caught 
the leader and wrested the race from him. 
Hunting is tame to it, Nora. There's more of it, 
but the finish of a race crowds more sensation 
into a few seconds than I ever felt before. 

" I was almost as excited as yourself," said 
Nora. '* Oh ! Eric, my heart gave such a jump 
when I saw Honeydrop strike that hurdle. I 
thought you would come down." 

*' It was a narrow shave," said Eric» 
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" Shall you ride in any more races ? " she 
asked. 

'* I should very much like to," replied Eric, look- 
ing at her. 

*'Then I shall say nothing against it," said 
Nora. "But you will take great care of yourself, 
will you not, Eric?" 

'*Yes, Nora. I will not risk anything even to 
win a race," he said. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN. 

It was Squire Arden's seventieth birthday, but 
to look at him no one would have thought it. 

At seventy years of age Squire Arden looked 
younger than many men of sixty. 

He had taken good care of himself, and used, 
but not abused, the gifts Providence had given 
him. 

His life had been a useful one, and he had 
done much good to the people of Arden, who 
were bent upon celebrating his seventieth birthday 
in right royal style. 

There was a large gathering at Arden Hall. 

Inside were assembled many of the best-known 
men in Notts, and in a large marquee outside 
were crowded the villagers of Arden and the 
friends who had been invited. 

It was a representative gathering, and showed 
the honour and respect in which the Squire was 
held. 
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What cheering there was when the Squire, 
with Nora on his arm, entered the huge mar- 
quee. 

Round after round of hearty cheers were given, 
and Eric, Nora, and Mrs. Fairfield came in for 
their share. 

Then the vicar and his wife were cheered, and 
old Ned Caunton received a round that gladdened 
his heart. 

The marquee was decorated with many-coloured 
flags and streamers, and over the head of the 
table was suspended a black-and-white jacket. 

Behind the chairman was a stand covered with 
a white cloth. 

When the cheering subsided, the Rev. Henry 
Burton came forward. He said, on behalf of the 
villagers and other subscribers, he had been re- 
quested to undertake a very pleasing task. 

He would keep Squire Arden on the tip-toe of 
expectation for a few moments while he said how 
glad he was to wish him many happy returns of 
the day. 

They all knew and loved the Squire. To them 
there was but one Squire, and Mr. Arden was 
that man. Not many men of seventy bore their 
years so lightly as Squire Arden. He went on to 
describe how the Squire had treated the Arden 
people, and how his name was synonymous with all 
that was upright and honourable. 

*'Some men are narrow-minded," said the vicar, 
" and would deny us all pleasures and the use of all 
the bountiful things God has sent for man's enjoy- 
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ment. The Squire is not one of those men, and 
1 am on the side of the Squire/' 

At this point there was a terrific outburst of 
cheering. 

** I am your vicar, and I hope I shall always do 
my duty towards you, but I do not consider it part 
of my duty to forbid you to have your pleasures and 
your sports, as your fathers had them before you. 

** I am fond of honest, manly sport, and Squire 
Arden is the personal embodiment of all that is 
honourable and straightforward in the world of 
sport. 

'*I was present to see Cannon Ball win the St. 
Leger (terrific cheers). 

** Many people, no doubt, think I was wrong to 
go to Doncaster. 

" I went because I wanted to give my old friend, 
Squire Arden, pleasure, and I do not deny that I 
also went to give myself the pleasure of seeing his 
horse win the great race. 

'* I should be a hypocrite if I pretended Cannon 
Ball's win did not please me. My friends, I was 
never more pleased in my life, excepting on one 
occasion, and that was when my dear wife consented 
to join her life to mine, and help me in my 
work. 

" My wife is the daughter of one of Arden*s most 
respected men, and I am proud to have won her, 
and proud she is one of yourselves. She will be 
the better able to minister to you in your joys and 
sorrows, better able to understand your wants than 
a stranger. 
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" For fifty years Squire Arden has ruled at Ardeii 
Hall. He has, so far as I am aware, never made 
an enemy. He is beloved alike by rich and poor. 
He is happy to-day because his people are happy, 
and he is happy because the lad who is dear lo 
him as a son has married a true and beautiful 
woman. 

'*Weare all happy to-day. Our beloved Squire 
is seventy years of age. He has reached the 
allotted age of man, but we trust he may be spared 
many years, and have his health and strength. 

"I have now kept him long quite enough in 
suspense. 

*' On behalf of the villagers and a large number 
of other subscribers, I have great pleasure in 
presenting you, Squire Arden, with a fine picture 
of Cannon Ball, the winner of the St. Leger." 

The vicar drew away the covering, and, standing 
on a raised platform, was a magnificent oil painting 
of Cannon Ball, with Findon standing by in the 
magpie colours, and old Ned Caunton at the 
horse's head. 

Squire Arden was taken by surprise. The 
secret had been well kept, and he had heard 
nothing of it. 

"Splendid,'' he said, half to himself. ** It is a 
grand likeness. Just like Cannon Ball." 

In a few brief sentences the Squire replied. 

He said: Nothing could hive given him more 
pleasure than such a picture. The vicar had 
eulogised him to such an extent that he commenced 
to think during the course of his speech they 

X 
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were going to present him with a painting of 
himself as the patron saint of Arden. 

He had no pretensions to being different or 
better than other men. He had striven to do his 
duty according to his h'ghts. 

He was proud to think he had selected Henry 
Burton to be Vicar of Arden. 

There was no pharisaical nonsense about their 
vicar. He did not pray in public and sin in private* 
He believed the vicar practised what he preached. 
He had heard clergymen deliver sermons which were 
not understandable, and which he recommended as a 
certain cure of insomnia. 

He once heard a clergyman in a country village 
preach for an-hour-and-a-half, and his congregation 
rebuked that preacher by staying away from church 
the following Sunday — not a soul being present, 
with the exception of the clerk and organist. 

The Vicar of Arden considered his congregation, 
and did not overload them with wearisome dis- 
courses. 

He thanked them for their magnificent present, 
and it should occupy the post of honour in Arden 
Hall. He meant to hang it where the old Magpie 
Jacket had hung for so many years, and when he 
looked at it he should always be reminded of their 
great kindness to him. 

The Squire's seventieth birthday was a day never 
to be forgotten in the annals of the Arden folk. 

The festivities were kept up until a late hour, 
and the younger people danced merrily until the 
small hours of the mornings 
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Squire Arden rejoiced to see Eric and his wife 
so happy and contented at Beechwood. 

He loved young people, and liked them to be 
around him. 

The Vicar of Arden found in Ruth Caunton 
a wife who loved and honoured him — a woman 
who worked for the good of others, and who 
upheld the true principles of religion in the 
people. 

The people of Arden were lucky in having 
such a man as the Rev. Henry Burton in 
their midst. He knew them and understood 
them, and Arden was regarded as a model 
parish. 

Robert Norton had prospered in his business. 
He repaid Squire Arden his money, and insisted 
upon paying interest. 

" I will not accept it," said the Squire 
" The ten thousand goes to Eric's banking 
account." 

'* If you will not accept the interest I will give 
the vicar five hundred pounds to use as he 
thinks fit for the benefit of the villagers," said 
Mr. Norton. 

"As you like," replied the Squire; "but I 
decline to accept it." 

Mr. Norton sent the vicar a cheque for five 
hundred pounds, and he at once made a handsome 
addition to the church club house and reading- 
rooms. 

Old Ned Caunton was busy with the Squire's 
horses, but he missed Ruth sadly. 

X 2 
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'* You must not give up racing, Squire," he said. 
'*Now Ruth has gone 1 have nothing to occupy 
my mind but the horses." 

'* Very well, Ned," said the Squire. *^ Cannon 
Ball and Primrose will run for us next season, 
and I will pick up three or four more good 
youngsters for you." 

The Squire's success in the St. Leger encouraged 
him, and the Magpie Jacket was destined to be 
seen in many a good race. 

Of the minor characters in the story. Bob 
Stubbins continues as head gamekeeper at 
Arden, and Hiram Jackson lives comfortably 
with his daughter in one of the cosy Arden 
cottages. 

Mrs. Norton is happier now she has left Beech- 
wood, and is not compelled to try and maintain a 
position in the county. 

Ethel Norton is still unmarried, although it is 
said she tries hard to bring Sir William Singleton 
to her feet. 

One morning Eric rode up in hot haste to 
Arden Hall. 

"Come in, my lad," said the Squire. "What 
news ? Good news, I hope." 

"Yes," said Eric; "the best of news." 

"Is it a — a — a—" commenced the Squire. 

"Yes; it's a boy, uncle," said Eric; "and such 
a fine little chap." 

"God bless you, my lad," said the Squire; "and 
the little one too. I hope he'll be as good a man 
as his father," 
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"And I hope he will try to be as good as his 
father's best friend/* said Eric. 

'' And who may that be ? " 

** Squire Arden they call him/' said Eric. 

"You rascal/' said the Squire. "Now you had 
better ride over and see the vicar. The news 
will encourage him. He is living in hopes himself, 
1 believe/' 



THE END. 
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story."— A'Jw Orleans States, Nov. 2, 1 892. 

** It possesses a value to well-read people, apart from the human 
interest of the tale." — St, Paul Despatch, Minnesota, Nov. 8, 1892. 

"Vigorous and exciting." — Morning Journal, New York, Oct 
9, 1892. 

" A stirring tale of Russia's intrigues."— -ffw;//;i^ Telegram, New 
York, Oct. 17th, 1892. 

"A lively series of incidents." — San Frattcisco Argonaut, Oct. 
26, 1892. 

" The best work Colonel Savage has yet done." — San Francisco 
Chronicle, Sept. 18, 1892. 

" Embellished with the exciting periods lie handles so easily."— 
Rochester Herald, Oct. i, 1892. 

" A dashing, rattling story." — San Francisco Post, Sept. 24, 1892. 

"The book is intensely exciting." — Philadelphia Bulletin, Sept 
20, 1892. 

"A talc of crackling brilliancy." — Detroit Sunday News, Sept 
29, 1892. 

" A charming story of the Russo-Turkbh war. To give a mere 
sjmopsis is to break the spell." — San Francisco Cally Sept. 25, 1892. 

"He rises to the height of his peculiar talent" — Baltimore Nrufs, 
Sept. 28, 1892. 

" Interesting, and at times thrilling." — Columbus Despatch, Ohio, 
Sept 22, 1892. 

" To look into the book haphazard is to be seized with a desire to 
read the whole story— and, it is worth reading." — New York Worlds 
Sept 24, 1892. 

"Original and vivacious in the highest degree." — Boston Times^ 
Sept 21, 1892. 

"Full of action and adventure." — Syracuse Herald, Sept. 18, 1892. 

" Of thrilling interest"— Z?^'/w^r Times, Oct 30, 1892. 

"Crammed with incidents— read with enthusiasm." — Independent^ 
New York, Nov. 3, 1892. 

"Told with delightful spirit "—T'^Ari/^^^.kiir, Nov. 19, 1 892. 
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PRINCE SCHAMYL'S WOOING 

A Story of the RussoTorkish Warj 

By Richard Henry Savage. 



EUROPEAN OPINIONS. 

" Colonel Richard Henry Satage wields a pen of power,'*— 5ii/«/r</tf/ 
Review^ Nov. 5, 1892. 

*< Really good pictures of life in St Petersburg and Constantinople 
— ^a good example of the modem picturesque school." — Literary 
Review (London), Nov. 189a. 

** But there are better things than probability in a novel ; and in 
' Prince Schamyl*s Wooing ' Colonel Savage has provided substitutes 
that will satisfy the most exacting."— 7!*^ Scotsman^ Oct 17, 1892. 

<' The novel reader who likes a change of scenery and character 
cannot do better than secure this vigorously told story." — Yorkshire 
Post, Dec. 7, 1893. 

"Likely to be as popular as the author's well-known powerful 
novel of Russian life—* My Official Wife,'" 

"We must leave the reader to find for himself in this absorbing 
narrative." — Morning Post ^ Jan. 12, 1892. 

"An eventful and thrilling story, where diplomatic intrigue, 
mountaineering, campaigning, moonlight raids, oriental wiles, and 
love-making, are deftly interwoven by a practised hand. An eventful 
and thrilling story."— ^r^a^/ Arrow^ Jan. 7, 1893. 

" The story is one of considerable power and originality. "—J^^j- 
dealer's Circular, London, Oct 29, 1892. 

" An exciting tale full of incident and spirit All who are interested 
in Russian affairs will find both instruction and interest in ' Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing ', and when he ftext doth ride abroad may I be 
there to sttJ^-^Alanchester Courier, Oct 29, 1892. 

" Wonderfully true observation and descriptions — a keen knowledge 
of human affairs — and7c/r (the 'Germans) would do well to closely study 
what the author says of our war-seeking neighbour (Russia). How 
clearly he expresses our mistake in underestimating the secret causes 
which produce national bitterness."— ^^r//if Post (Germany), Oct 
II, 1892. 

EIGHT EDITIONS IN EXJBOPB. 

•• Extremely interesting . . . highly instructive I . • • Plot well 
woven and idl-absorbing — the graphic detail and dramatic scenes 
fascinate the rr/xler from the beginning." • • • Eastern and Wiesterm 
Review, Nor 1892. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE LITTLE LADY OF 
LAQUNITAS. 



By RICHARD HENRY SAVAGE. 



* Offers much interest,— well worth perusal." * 

— Morning Post, London, June 28th, 1893. 

"Mr. SaTas^e in a former novel gave evidence of an 
unusual capacity for the construction of an elaborate plot, 
but in this work he has excelled even that splendid perform- 
ance, 'My Official Wife.'" 

— Glasgow Herald, June 23d, 1892. 

"The descriptions of the lawless life in California are 
exciting and vivid." —London Daily Chronicle, July 15. 

. " Distinctly interesting . . . the tale becomes in- 
tensely exciting." —Scottish Leader, Edinburgh, July 2. 

" Plenty of excitement in this narrative." 

— Manchester Examiner, July ^, 

" Much that is original and deserving of commendation* 
The dialogue is never at any time dull." 

— North British Daily Mail, Glasgow, June 2a 

<*The story is lively, beyond the common. The reader 
will hardly be able to stop/^ 

—The Scotsman, Edinburgh, July 4. 

''Stirrinff incidents, set amid a surrounding of picture 
esque uncivilized life." 

— Publishers* Circular, London, June 25. 

" Mr. Savage's descriptive powers are undeniable. He 
paints with a firm hand, and is picturesque." 

—Saturday Review, London, July 3a 

"For those who want a really exciting book, we recom* 

mend «The Little Lady.'" _ 

* —Manchester Courier, July 30. 

(Many othar reviews.) 
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Selbome . • . • 

10 The Pickwick Papers. By 

Charles Diokbns . . 
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12 Pope's Homer . . • 

13 Dryden's VirgU . 

14 Montaigne's Essays . . 
16 Mill's System of Logic 

16 Lewes's Biographical His- 
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17 Thackeray's Vanity Pair . 

18 The Shah Kameh of the Per- 

sian Poet Firdausi . . 
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25 Scott's Ivanhoe . 

26 Thackeray's Pendennis . . 

27 Thucydides 

28 Dickens' David Copperfleld. 

29 Byron's Childe Harold 
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81 Adam Smith's Wealth of 
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68 Wordsworth .86 
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71 Hume's England. 8 vols. . 

72 Locke on the Human 
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73 Addison's Essays . . . 
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81 Sakoontala; or, The Lost 

Ring 
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83&84 Livy, Books L— V., 
Tacitus's Germania and 
Agricola 

85 The Antiquary. By Sir 

Walter Scott. Steel 
Plates .... 

86 Humboldt's Travels. 3 vols. 

87 Confessions of St. Augustine 

88 Darwin's The Origin of 

Species ... 

89 Westward Ho! By Charles 

KiNOSLET. 

90 Green's Short History of the 

English People . . 

91 Spinoza's Traotatus Theo- 

logico-Politicus 

92 Adam Bode. By George 

Eliot 

93 The Analects of Confacius. 

Translated by William 
Jennings, M.A. 

94 St. HUaire's Buddha . . 

95 Plays of Sophocles. Su 
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96 Plays of Euripides. Do. 

97 Pope's Essay on Kan, Ac. 
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LETTER FROM SIR JOHN LUBBOCK. 



May 12th, 1893. 

My dear Sirs, 

You have irideed carried out the 
issue of the ** Hundred Books " with great 
energy and success. 

I did not think that you would have been 
able to manage it in so short a time as 
four years. 

On all accounts I cordially hope that the 
result may come up to your just expecta- 
tions. 

I am, my Dear Sirs, 

Yours sincerely, 

JOHN LUBBOCK. 

Messrs. George Routledge & Sons, Limited. 
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1. GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. With numerous Illustra- 

tions by E. H. Wehnert, and Four Coloured Plates printed 
by NiSTER. 

2. ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES AND STORIES. 

With numerous Illustrations by A. W. Bayes, and Four 
Coloured Plates printed by Nister. 

3. THE SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON. Edited by W. 

H. G. Kingston. With 95 Illustrations and Five Coloured 
Plates printed by Evans. 

4. ROBINSON CRUSOE. With 52 Illustrations by J. D. 

Watson, and Six Coloured Plates printed by Kronheim. 

5. BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. With a 

Memoir of the Author by John Allen, M.A. With 50 Illus- 
trations by J. D. Watson, and Four Coloured Plates by 
McLagan and Cumming. 

6. WOOD'S ILLUSTRATED NATURAL HISTORY. 

With 480 Original Designs by William Harvey, and Two 
Coloured Plates printed by NiSTER. j^ 

7. LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKSPEARE. With 

numerous Illustrations- and Four Coloured Plates. 

8. THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD. By Elizabeth 

Wetherell. With Six Coloured Plates. 

9. QUEECHY. By the Author of "The Wide, Wide World." 

With Six Coloured Plates. 

10. UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. By Harriet Beecher Stowe. 

With 106 Illustrations by George H. Thomas. 

11. SHIPWRECKS AND DISASTERS AT SEA. By 

W. H. G. Kingston. Wi^ 180 Illustrations. 

12. THE BOY'S OWN BOOK OF NATURAL HIS- 

TORY. By the Rev. J. G. Wood. With many Illustrations 
and Two Coloured Plates. 

13. CAPTAIN COOK'S VOYAGES. With many Illustra- 

tions and Four Coloured Plates from designs by Gordon 
Browns. 
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14. GULLIVER'S TRAVELS. With many lUustrations, 

and Four Coloured Plates from designs by £. J. Wheeler. 

15. THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. 

Edited by the Hon. Mrs. Sugden. With many Illustrations, 
and Four Coloured Plates from designs by A. W. Cooper. 

16. THE PLAYFELLOW. By Harriet Martineau. Con- 

taining " The Settlers at Home," " The Peasant and the Prince," 
" Feats on the Fiord," and " The Crofton Boys." With many 
Illustrations, and Four Coloured Plates printed in Colours from 
Designs by A. W. Cooper. 

17. THE ADVENTURES OF DON QUIXOTE. 

Adapted for the Young. With many Illustrations, and Three 
Coloured Plates by Kronheim. 

18. THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF ROBIN 

HOOD. By J. B. Marsh. With many Illustrations, and 
Four Coloured Plates from desigTis by Gordon Browne. 

19. WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. 

Edited by Sir William Jardine. With many Illustrations, 
and Three Coloured Plates from designs by Harrison Weir. 

20. -ffiSOP'S FABLES. With many Illustrations and Three 

Coloured Plates. 

21. THE PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID. By 

Rev. J. H. Ingraham. With many Illustrations and Four 
Coloured Plates. 

22. MARIA EDGEWORTH'S EARLY TALES. With 

72 Illustrations, and Three Coloured Plates by F. A. Fraser. 

23. MARIA EDGEWORTH'S PARENTS' ASSIS- 

TANT. With 30 Illustrations, and Five Coloured Plates by 
F. A. Fraser. 

24 MARIA EDGEWORTH'S MORAL TALES. 

With 30 Illustrations, and Four Coloured Plates by F. A 
Fraser. 

25. MARIA EDGEWORTH'S POPULAR TALES. 

With 30 Illustrations, and Four Coloured Plates by F. A 
Fraser. 



These Books may also be obtained with full gilt back and side, bevelled 

boards, gilt edges, and a larger number of Coloured Plates, 

price 58. each. 



GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS, Limited. 

LONDON. MANCHESTER, AND.^ItSJ/^yVjSQ^le 



ROQTLEDGE'S POPULAR UBBARY. 

Demy Svo, Cloth^ 3s. 6d. 



t Bmenon's Works, with Steel Por- 
trait, 64o pages 
a Lempil^re's Claiiriol IMctloiuuT 

700pag«8 

3 Tluunai Oailyle's Tbe nrenoh Hbvo- 
hitioii. oomidete,with Portrait, 650 pp. 

5 TheSpeotator, with Introduction and 
IndeZf \fS FMt. HniT MobIiVT, 920 

8 Walker's Bhymlnff Dlotlonarj 

9 The Breakfast T^Ue Series, The 

Antocrat^The Profenor^The Poet, 
by Olivbb WursiLL Holmsb, with 
Portrait 

lo The Arahiaa Mlghtsf Eatertaln- 
ments, with fall-page Plates 

IS CnriOBltles of Literature. Complete 
Edition by Isaac D'lssAaUt with a 
Portrait 

14 Bartlett's Familiar Quotations 

15 Cruden's Concordanoe to the Old 

and New Testaments^ Edited by the 
BeT. 0. S. Cabit 

z6 The Family Doctor : A Dictionary of 
Medicine and Snrgery, adapted for 
Family Use, with 500 lunstrations 

X9 The Works ofCharles Lamb, Poetical 
and Dramatic. Tales, Essi^, and 
Criticisms, Edited by Chas. Ekit 

90 Bnnyaii's Pilgrim's Progress, Large 
l^ype, GO Dlnstrations 

81 Bog^tiAy's Oolden nmumry, Laige 
Type 

85, 96, 97 Bosw^'s life of Dr. Johnson, 
8 Vols. 

98 Crahh's Dictionary of Synonyms 

99, 30, 31 Motley's Dntdi BepnhUo, 3 

3a Ten Thousand Wonderful Things 

33 Don Qnizote 

34 Josephns 

35 A Thousand and One Gems of Prose, 

selected by Charles Maokat, LL.D. 

37 Boswell's Life of Dr. Johnson. Com- 

plete in One Vol. 

38 D'Auhign^'s Story of the Reforma- 

tion, Translated and Abridged by the 
Ser. JoHH OxLL 

39 The Letters (tf Junius, Edited by 

H. S. WOODTALL 

41 Adam Smith's Wealth of Nations 

42 White's Natural History of Sel- 

bome. Edited by Sir W. jABnnri 



48 Plutaroh's LlTOS, Translated by 

IiAveHoavi 

49 The Works of OliTer Ooldsmlth, 

Comprising Essays, Plays, Poetioal 
Works, and the Y loar of Wakeileld 

51 Frelssart's Ohroni<fles of England, 

France, snd Spain 

59 Oonoordanoe to the Plays of Shaki> 
peare, by W. H. D. Adams 

55 The Adventures of Gil Bias 

56 Sterne's Works, complete 

57 A Dietionary of Trade Products; 

Commeroial,Mannf aoturing and other 
Technical Terms, by P. L. Simmonds. 
A New Edition, BcTised and Enlarged 

58, 59, 60 The Spectator. Large Type 

Edition, 8 Vols. 
69 Milman's History of the Jews 

63, 64 Boby's Traditions of Lancashire^ 
2 Vols. 

65 The Praotioal Lawyer 

66 Extraordinary Popular Delusions, 

Charlss Mackat 

67 History of the Bastile 

68 Foxe's Book of Martyrs. Abridged 

by T. A. BucKLBT 

69 The Fall of Bome and the Bise of 

the New Nationalities, J.O.SHnppABn 

70 The Works of Father Prout 

7z The Modem Speaker and Bedter 

79 Bomalne on Faith. With Preface 
by Ber. J. B. Owss 

73 Defoe's Journal of the Plague Year, 

with an Account of the Fire of London 

74 Ferdinand and Isabella, with Notes 

by J. F. EuK 

75 The Conquest of Mexico, with Notes 

byJ. F. ExKK 

76 Prescott's Philip n. of Spain 

77 BobertsonandPrescett's Charles V. 

78 The Conquest of Peru, by W. H. 

Pbbsoott. Notes by J. F. Eibk 

85 Motley's Bise of the Dutch Bepublio 

86 The Huguenots in France, by 

Samuu. Smzlss 

88 Montaigne's Essays. Florio*! 

Translation 

89 Carlyle's Lives of Schiller and 

sterling 

90 Orocott's Index to Familiar Quota" 

tions 



GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS, Limited, 

LONDON, MANCHESTER. AND NEW YORK. 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



BOUTLEDGE'S 

POPULAR POETS. 

Demy 8tv, Cloth^ 38. 6d., with Illustrations. 



I Longfellow's Poetical 

Works. Complete Copyright 
Edition 

s Burns's Poetical Works, 

Edited \ff Charles Kbnt 

3 Moore's Poetical Works, 

Edited bj Charles Kent 

4 Shakspere 

S, 6, 7 Shakspere, Large 

Type, Edited by Charles 
Knight, 3 Vols. 

8 A Thousand and One 

Gems of English Poetry, Selected 
and Arranged by Charles 
Mackay, LL.D. 

9 The Ingoldsby Legends, 

with 22 full-page Illustrations, 
reproduced from the Original 
Designs by Cruikshank and 
Leech 

10 Bailey's (P. J.) Festus 

11 Byron's Poetical Works. 

Complete, with Memoir by W. 
B. Scott 

12 Schiller's Poems and 

Plays, Edited by Henry Mor- 
LSY, with Portrait 

13 Whittier's Poetical 

Works, with Portrait 

14 Bryant's PoeticalWorks, 

with Portrait and Memoir, by 
R. H. Stoddard 



15 Willis's Poetical Works 

16 Homer's Iliad and 

Odyssey. Pope's Translation 

17 Dante's Divine Comedy, 

Longfellow's Translation, 
with Notes 

18 Sir Walter Scott's 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, 
with Memoir and Portrait 

19 Lowell's Poetical Works 

20 The Poetical Works of 

Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
with Portrait 

21 Milton's Poetical Works 

22 Shelley's Poetical Works 

23 Hood's Poetical Works 

24 Mrs. Hemans's Poetical 

Works 

25 Wordsworth'8 Poetical 

Works 

26 Homes and Haunts of 

the British Poets, by William 

HOWITT 

27 Southey'sPoeticalWorks 

28 Keats's Poetical Works 

29 Coleridge's Poetical 

Works 

30 The Plays of Euripides 



GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS, Limited, 
LONDON, MANCHESTER, AND NEW YORK, 
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MORLETS MIYERSAL LIBRARY. 



Complete in Sixty-Three Volumes, Is. each, Cloth. 

1. SHERIDAN'S PLAYS. 

t. PLATS FROM MOLIERE. By English Dramatists. 

5. MARLOWE'S FAUSTUS & GOETHE'S FAUST. 

4. CHRONICLE OF THE CID. 

5. RABELAIS' GARGANTUA AND THE HEROIC 

DKKDS OF PANTAGRUEL. 

6. THE PRINCE. By MachiavelU. 

7. BACON'S ESSAYS. 

8. DE FOE'S JOURNAL OP THE PLAGUE YEAR. 

9. LOCKE ON CIVIL GOVERNMENT; V7ITH 

SIR ROBERT FILMER'S PATRIARCHA. 
la BUTLER'S ANALOGY OF RELIGION. 
II. DRYDEN'S VIRGIL, 
la. SIR V7ALTER SCOTTS DEMONOLOGY AND 

IVITCHCRAFT. 

13. HERRICK'S HESPERIDES. 

14. COLERIDGE'S TABLE TALK: WITH THE 

ANCIENT MARINER AND CHRISTABEL 
15- BOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON. 

16. STERNE'S TRISTRAM SHANDY. 

17. HOMER'S ILIAD, Translated by George Chapman. 

18. MEDIAEVAL TALES. 

19. JOHNSON'S RASSELAS; AND VOLTAIRE'S 

GANDIDE. 
aa PLAYS AND POEMS BY BEN JONSON. 
ai. HOBBES'S LEVIATHAN. 
as. BUTLER'S HUDIBRAS. 
aj. IDEAL COMMONWEALTHS: MORE'S 

UTOPIA I BACON'S HEW ATLANTIS ; AND CAM- 

PANELLAS CITY OF THE SUN. 
a4c CAVENDISH'S LIFE OF WOLSEY. 
ts and 26 DON QUIXOTE (Two Volumes). 
87. BURLESQUE PLAYS AND POEMS. nation. 

a8. DANTE'S DIVINE COMEDY. Longfellow's Trans 
2g. GOLDSMITH'S VICAR OF WAKEFIELD, 

T>T « YS AND POElydCS 

3a FABLES and PROVERBS firomthe SANSKRIT. 
31. CHARLES LAMB'S ESSAYS OF SLIA. 



Digitized 
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HORLEY'S USiyERSAL LIBRARY. 

3a. THE HISTORY OF THOMAS ELLWOOD, 

Written bfHimselC 

33. EMERSONS ESSAYS, REPRESENTATIVE 

MKN, AND SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE. 

34. SOUTHEY'S LIFE OF NELSON. 

35. DE QUINCEY'S OPIUM EATER, SHAKS- 

PEARB, GOETHE. 

36. STORIES OF IRELAND. By Maria Edgeworth. 

37. THE PLAYS OF ARISTOPHANES, Translated by 

Frere. 
3S. SPEECHES AND LETTERS. By Edmund Burke. 

39- THOMAS A KEMPIS' IMITATION OF CHRIST. 

40. POPULAR SONGS OF IRELAND, Collected by 

Thomas Crofton Croker. 

41. THE PLAYS Of ^SCHYLUS, Translated by R. Potter. 

42. GOETHE'S FAUST, the Second Part. 

43. FAMOUS PAMPHLETS. 

44. SOPHOCLES, Translated by Francklin. 

45. TALES OF TERROR AND WONDER. 

46. VESTIGES OF THE NATURAL HISTORY OF 

CREATION. 

47* THE BARONS' WARS, Ac. By Michael Drayton. 

48. COBBETT'S ADVICE TO A YOUNG MAN. 

49* THE BANQUET OF DANTE. Translated by Eliza- 
beth Price Sayer. 

50. WALKER'S ORIGINAL. 

51. POEMS AND BALLADS BY SCHILLER. 

52. PEELE'S PLAYS AND POEMS. 

53. HARRINGTON'S OCEANA. 

54. EURIPIDES— ALCESTIS, ETC. 

55. ESSAYS. By Winthrop Mackworth Praed. 

56. TRADITIONAL TALES. Allan Cunningham. 

57. HOOKER'S ECCLESIASTICAL POLITY. 

Books I. to IV. 

58. EURIPIDES— BACCHANALS, ETC. 

59. WALTON'S LIVES OF DONNE, WOTTON, 

HOOKER, AND GEORGE HERBERT, ETC. 

60. ARISTOTLE ON GOVERNMENT. 

61. EURIPIDES— HECUBA, AND OTHER PLAYS. 

62. RABELAIS' HEROIC DEEDS OF PANTA- 

GRUEI^ Books IIL, IV., and V. 

63. A MISCELLANY. coiit«hiiiie«PHILOBIBLON.*0te.. etc 



Digitized 



by Google 



R0UTLED6FS RAILWAY LIBRARY, 

Friee TWO SHILLINGS each, Picture Covers. 



ALPHONSB DAUDST. 
With Illustrations. 



Tartarin on the Alps. 
Tartarin of Tarascon. 
Jack. 

Kings in Exile. 
Thirty Years of Paris. 
Recollections of a Literary 
Man. 



Artists' Wives. 
Robert Heimont 



Afloat (by Dt MaupassatU). 
Sister Philom^ne (by De Goncmri), 

Madame Chrysanth^me (l^ 
PUrr$Lotii. 



ROUTLEDGE'S SPORTING NOVELS. 

With New Spordng Covers, drawn by John Sturois, and others. 
Crown Zvo^ hoards^ 2s. each. 
Jockey Jack. Nai Gould. 
Running it Off. Nat Gould. 

The Best Season on Record. Captain PmnoU Elmkirst. 
A Pink Wedding. R. Mountemy-Jephson. 
Blair Athol. BlinkhoolU. 
Beaten on the Post /. P. WhuUkn. 
The Tale of a Horse. BlinkhoolU. 
Jorrocks' Jaunts and Jollities. 

Life of John Mytton. Nimrod^ with a Memoir of the Author. 
The Tommiebeg Shootings; or, A Moor in Scotland, ftam. 
The Double Event. A Tale of the Melbourne Cop. Nat Gould. 
Too Fast to Last John Mills. 
Won in a Canter. Old Calabatm 
Nimrod's Northern Tour. 
Frank Mait land's Luck. Finch Mason. 
Horses and Hounds Scrutator. 
Reminiscences of a 19th Century Gladiator. With Portraits. 

/. Z. SuUivGSt. 
Euthanasia; or Turf, Tent, and Tomb. 
The Young Squire. ^'Bordenr.'* 
Soapey Sponge's Sporting Tour. 
Very Long Odds. Campbell Rae-Broum. 
Banker and Broker. Nat Gould. 
Harry Dale's Jockey. Nai Gould. 
Thrown Away. Nai GouUL 
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ROUTLEDGE'S RAILWAY LIBRARY, 

rriee TWO sniLLTNGS e€u^, Picture Covers. 



ARCHIBALD C. GUNTER. 

Mr. Potter of Texas. 

That Frenchman. 

Miss Nobody of Nowhere. 

Mr. Barnes of New York. 

Miss Dividends. 

Baron Montez of Panama & Paris. 

A Princess of Paris. 

The King's Stoclcbrolcer. 



COLONEL SAVAGE. 
My Official Wife. 
The Little Lady of Lagunita 
Prince Schamyl's Wooing. 
The Masked Venus. 
Delilah of Harlem. 
For Life and Love. 
The Anarchist 
The Princess of Alaska* 



VARIOUS AUTHORS. 



Moondyne ; A Story from the Under-World, fohn Boyk CtRdlif* 

Jane Eyre. Charlott$ Brmti. 

Can Such Things Be ? JCetth Fleming. 

Stories from Scotland Yard. C. Rideal^ P.R.S.L. 

Secrets of a Private Enquiry Office. Mrs. Geo. Carbeti. 

Vanity Fair. W. M. Thackeray. 

At the Eleventh Hour. Keith FIemi$9g. 

Guilty Bonds. Wm. Le Queux. 

A Fair Free-Lance. Sir Gilbert CampbtU. 

Mrs. Arthur. Mrs. Oliphant. 

The Romance of an Aitw Egp* Lhyd Brye§. 

The Prodigal Daughter. Mark Hope. 

David Copperfield. Charles Dickens. 

Pictures from Italy, and American Notes. Charles Dickem. 

Through the Mist Mrs. Adams-Actm. 

A Matter of Millions. Anna Katharine Green. 

The Forsaken Inn. Anna Katharine Green. 

A Diplomat's Diary, /ulien Gordon. 

Shirley. Charlotte Bronti. 

Gleanings from "On and Off the Stage," Mfs. Bancroft. 

Funny Stories. P. T. Bamum. 

Toole's Reminiscences. Edited by /oseph Hatton. With Portrait sad j6 

lUustratioiis. 
Foggert/s Fairy. W. S. Gilbert. 
The Family Feud. Thomas Cooper. 

Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey. Emify ana Anne BrmtL 
Loyal. 
Alton Locke. Charles Kis^skjf. 
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GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS' 

NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS. 

With a Letter from Alexandre Dumas the Younger. 

With 250 Original Illustrations by Maurice Lbloir, Engraved on 

Wood by J. HUYOT. 

Two Volumes, doth, gilt edges, £2 2s. 



THB POCKET EDITION OF 

LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. 

In Fifteen Volumes. 
Strongly boimd in paste grain, gilt edges, in a Box, price £^ 2s, 

THE COMPLETE CAMBBIDGE EDITION OF 

LONGFELLOW'S POEMS, 

With a new Biography, Chronological Order of the Poems, full Index, 
and Steel Portrait and Vignette, ^, td. 



SIR JOHN LUBBOCK'S ONE HUNDRED BOOKS 

Are now completed in One Hundred Volumes, forming the most 

complete Library in the World. Price ;f i6 12s. Lists of the 

Series — arranged according to prices and subjects — 

may be had on application. 



ROUTLEDGE'8 NEW SERIES OF ^B.ed. COPYRIGHT NOVELS 

TWO WOMEN AND A FOOL. By H. Chatfield- 
Taylor. 

A SAWDUST DOLL. By Mrs. Reginald de Koven. 

POPP^A. By JuLiEN Gordon. 

A SON OF /ESAU. By Minnie Gilmore. 

THE WOMAN WHO STOOD BETWEEN, 

By Minnie Gilmore. 

ONE WOMAN'S WISDOM. By Miss Agnes G. 
Murphy. 

London Manchester and New York. 
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OBORGE BOUTLEDGE A SONS, Limited 

Price 78. 6d. each. 
NEW AND IMPORTANT ADDITIONS 

TO 

ROUTLEDGE'S SEVEMIO-SIX GIFT BOOKS. 



CAPTAIN COOK'S VOYAGES. 

With many Illustrations in the Text, and 12 Plates printed in Coloun 
from Designs by Gordon Browni, 

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS. 

With many lUnstrations in the Text, and 12 Plates printed in 
Colours from Designs by E. J. Whbelbr. 

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. 

With many Illustrations in the Text, and 12 Plates printed in 
- Colours from Designs by A. W. Cooper. 

THE PLAYFELLOW. 

By HARRtBT Mar-hneau. 

Containing "The Croaon Boys,'* "Feats on the Fiord," "The 

Settlers at Home," ** The Peasant and the Prince." 

With many Illustrations, and 8 Plates printed in Colours 

from Designs by A. W. Cooper. 

THE ADVENTURES* OF DON QUIXOTE. 

Adapted for the Young by M. Jones. 
With many Illustrations and 6 Coloured Plates by Kronhbim. 

THE ADVENTURES OF ROBIN HOOD. 

With 20 page Illustrations and 8 Coloured Plates from Designs by 
Gordon Browne. 

WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. 

Sir William Jardine's Edition. 

With many Illustrations, and 6 Plates in Colours from Designs 

by Harrison Weir. 

London Manchester and New York. 
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GEOROE ROUTLEDOE ft SONS, Limited 
Prioe 8b. 6cI. each. 

ROUTLEDGE'S PRIZE SERIES. 

Cloth gilt, with Coloured Plates. The Cheapest Series of Prize Books 
ever published. Also in doth, gilt edges, 5s. 

CAPTAIN COOK'S VOYAGES. 

GTTLUVER'S TRAVELS. 

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTa 

THE BOYS' OWN NATX7RAL HISTORY. 

THE PLAYFELLOW. By Ha&ribT Martikxau* 

DON QUIXOTE. Adapted for the Young. 

ROBIN HOOD. ByJ.B. Marsh. 

WHITE'S NATXTRAL HISTORY 07 SELBORNB. 

^SOP'S FABLES. 

THE PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID. 

EDGEWORTH'S EARLY LESSONS. With 72 Illustrations and 

3 Coloured Plates by F. A. Fraser. 
EDGEWORTH'S PARENTS' ASSISTANT. With 30 Illus- 
trations and 5 Coloured Plates by F. A. Fraser. 

EDGEWORTH'S MORAL TALES. With 30 Illustrations and 

4 Coloured Plates by F. A. Frasbr. 
EDGEWORTH'S POPULAR TALES. With 30 Illustrations 

and 4 Coloured Plates by F. A. Frasbr. 



ROUTLEDGE'S POPULAR LIBRARY. 

New Volumes. 
{The " Beautiful Thoughts Series/") 

FAMILIAR LATIN QUOTATIONS, WITH ENGLISH 

TRANSLATIONS. 
BEAUTIFUL THOUGHTS FROM GREEK AUTHORS. 
BEAUTIFUL THOUGHTS FROM FRENCH and ITALIAN 

AUTHORS. 
BEA UTIFU L THOUGHTS FROM GERMAN and SPANISH 

AUTHORS. 
GROCOTT'S INDEX TO FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS. New 

Edition, with Appendix of Quotations from American Authors. 
JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS. In 2 Vols. 
CARLYLE'S LIVES OF SCHILLER AND STERLING. 
«rHE PLAYS OF EURIPIDES. 

London Manchester and New Tork. 
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OSORGli ROUTLBDaS * SONS, Limited 

Price 88. 6d. eaoh. 
THE PELHAM EDITION OF 

LORD LYTTON'S NOVELS. 

Beiiig a New Editkn of Lord Lttton's Novels. In Monthly Volumes. 

Demy 8vo, cloth. 

Order of Publication. 

THB LAST DA YS OF POMFEIL 

THE LAST OF THE BABONS. 

NIGHT AND MORNING. 

ERNEST MALTRAVEBa 

BDBNZL 

MY NOVEL. 2 Vols. 



THE BREAKFAST-TABLE SERIES. 

By Olivbr Wbndell Holmes. 
Pocket Edition, Complete in i Volume. Cloth, gilt top. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIAandTHE LAST 
ESSAYS OF ELI A. 

By Charles Lamb. 
Pocket Edition, Complete in i Volume. Qoth, gilt top. 

ROUTLEDGE'S PASTIME LIBRARY. 

A series of Card and Table Games and Popular Amusements. 

1 OARD GAMES. Edited by Prof. Hoffmann. 

2 TABLE GAMES. Edited by Prof. Hoffmann. 

3 HANDBOOK OF POEER. By W. J. Florence. 

4 DRAWING-ROOM AMUSEMENTS AND EVENING 

PA&TY BNTERTAINHBNTS. 

5 THE ILLUSTRATED BOOK OF PATIENCE GAMES. 

6 THE BOOK OF SEAT. The German Card Game. 

7 HOME GYMNASTICS : A Manual for Young and Old. 

8 THE ART OF PRA0!2I0AL WHIST. By General A. W. 

Drayson. 

9 CHESS. By L. HOFFER. 

10 THE SECRETS OF CONJURING AND MAGIC. Edited 

by Professor Hoffmann. 

11 THE SECRETS OF STAGE CONJURING. Edited by 

Professor Hoffmann. 

12 ACTING CHARADES AND PROVERBS. A Series of Plays. 

13 FRET CUTTING AND WOOD CARVING. By General 

Sir Thomas Sbaton. 

London Manchester and New York.' 
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RODTLEDGE'S 500 BOOKS. 

A perfect Library, consisting of the best known Works in every branch 
of Literature, well printed on good paper, strongly bound in cloth, and 
published in separate volumes at 2 s. each, or 

The Set Complete, Price £50 s O s Om 

These 500 Books, as produced by Messrs. GEORGE ROUTLEDGE 
AND SONS at a cost of 

MORE THAN £50,000, 

mark a new epoch in the history of Literature. They form the largest and 
most varied series of Books ever issued by any Publisher in any language. 

; I sssstsBsm 

BOYS' BOOKS, 50 Volumes. 

ADAMS, Rev. H. C. 

1 Balderscourt 

2 Barford Bridge 



3 Schooldays at Kingscourt 

" by Co" ^ 
5 The White Brunswic kers 



4 Wroxby College 



6 The Boys of Westonbury 

7 The Win borough Boys 

ADAMS, Charlotte. 

8 Edgar Clifton 

ADAMS, W. If, Davenport. 

9 Eminent Soldiers 

FENN^ George ManvilU. 

10 HoIIowckII Grange 

GOULDING.F.R. 

11 The Young Marooners 

12 Marooners' Island 

13 Boy Life Amone the Chero> 

14 Boy Life from Home [kees 

KINGSTON, W. H. G. 

15 Digby Heathcote 

MA RR YA r, Captain. 

16 Masterman Ready 

17 Poor Jack 

18 The Settlers in Canada 

19 The Pirate, and The Three 

Cutters [Africa 

20 The Mission ; or, Scenes in 

21 The Privateersman 

22 The Children of the New 

23 The Little Savage [Forest 

MAY, E.J. 

24 Louis's Schooldays 
2^ Dash wood Priory 



MURRAY, Hon. C. A. 

26 The Prairie Bird 

PORTER^ lane. 

27 Sir Edward Seaward'* Nar> 

rative of his Shipwreck 
RE ID, Captain Mayne. 

28 The chase of Leviathan 

29 The Boy Tar 

30 The Vee Boers 

31 Caspar the Qaucho 

32 Odd People 
SCOTT, Sir Walter. 

33 Tales of a Grandfather 
SEA TON, Maior-Gen. Sir Thos. 

34 From Cadet to Colonel 
WILLIAMS, The Rev. C. 

35 Dogs and their Ways 
WOOD, Rev. J. G. 

36 The Boy's Own Book 

Natural History 

37 White's Natural History 

Selbome 



of 
of 



38 Andersen's Fairy Tales 

39 Arabian Nights tor Boys 

40 Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress 

41 Captain Cook's Voyages 

42 Don Quixote for Boys 

43 Evenings at Home 

44 Grimm s Fairy Tales 

45 Gulliver's Travels [speare 
40 Lamb's Tales from Shak- 

47 Robin Hood's Adventures 

48 Robinson Crusoe 

49 Sandford and Mertan 

|o The Swiss Family Robinson 
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I' ]BOOSEZI 

AfiVILAB. CIrAM* 

I Womtn of Israel 

a Horn* InfloMiM 

3 TlMlIotlier'iBooomp«iiM. Sequd 

to " Home Inflaence" 
4Th«yal«of06d» 

5 Woman*! Ftltndalilp 

6 Home Soenoi and Heart Btndiee 

7 DayeofBrnoe 

AI«C70TT, I«o«lM M. 

8 Littile Women and UtUe Women 

lUrried 

AI*BBH. Mn. «. B. 

THK PaWST BOOKS. 

9 FOOT (Hrli at Ohantaaqiia 
lo LitUe Flilien and their Neti 
.II TbreePooiAe 

la EOtoling and Be-eehoing 

13 Otaxlitie'e Gbilgtmas 

14 Dlven Women 
le Bpunfrom Fact 

i6 Tbe Ohantanqoa Oiili at Home 

17 The Pocket Measure 

i8 unse and Otherwise 

19 The King's Danghter 

ao Xntermpted 

SI The Master Hand 

83 Ester Bled yet Speaking 

S3 Bath Brsklne's Crosses 

94 Household Ponies 

95 Mabel Wynn ; or, Those Boju 

96 Modem Prophets 

97 The Bandolphs 

98 Mrs. Solomon Smith Looking On 

99 Ftom DifTerent Standpoints 

30 A New Graft on the Family Tree 

31 Tip Lewis and his Lamp 

32 Eighty-Seven (Copyright) 

CVBIMIIVS, MlM. 

33 The Lamplighter 

■DOBWORTH, IHlsa. 

34 Popular Tales | 35 Moral Tales 

36 The Parents' Assistant 

37 Early Lessons 

VliritET, MarUia. 

THB BliSlB BOOKS. 

38 Elsie Dinsmore 

39 Elsie's Holidays atBosdlands 

40 Elsie's Girlhood 

41 Elsie's Motherhood 
49 Elsie's Children 

.43 Elsie's undowhood 

' 44 Grandmother Elsie • 

45 Elsie's New Eolations 

46 Elsie at Nantucket 

47 The Two Elsies 

48 Elsie's Kith and Kin 

49 Elsie's Friends at Woodbum 

50 Christmas with Grandma Elsie 

51 EUde and the Baymonds 
5a Elsie Yachting 

53 Elsie's Vacation 
^ ttifle at viamede 
«, Elsie at Ion 



XOO XTolxi. 

FIMIiBT. Martlia. 



56 MUdred Keith 

57 Mildred and Elsie 

58 Mildred at Boselands 

59 MUdred's Married Life 

60 Mildred at Home^ 

61 Mildred's Boys and Girls 

62 MUdred's New Daughter 

HABIiAM B, BiarlOB. 

63 Alone 

IirOBAHAM. Ber. J. H. 

64 The Prince of the House of Dayid 

65 The Pillar of Ftre 

66 The Throne of Dayid 

PBBMTISS. B. 

67 Stepping Heavenward 

68 Aunt Jane's Hero 

BOB. the Ber. B. P. 

69 Bairiers Burned Away 

70 Opening a Chestnut Buir 

71 What Can She Do 7 

BTOWB. Mnu 

72 Uncle Tom's Cabin 

WEBB. Mm. 

73 Naomi 

74 Helen Mordaunt 



75 The Wide, ^de World 

76 M^boume House 

77 Qnee6hy 

78 Ellen Montgomery's Bookshelf 

79 The Two Schoolgirls 

80 The Old Helmet 

81 Sceptres and Crowns 

82 The Flag of Truce 

83 The Glen Luna Family 

WHITMET. Mra. 

84 Patience Strong 

85 The Gayworthys 

86 FUth Gartney's Girlhood [Life 

87 A Summer in Leslie Gifldthwalte's 

WIIiSOM, A. J. E. 



89 Vashtt; or, Until Death ns do Part 

90 St. Elmo ; or, Saved at Last 

91 InfeUce: ANoy^ 

92 Macarla ; or, Altars of Saoifloe 

93 Ines : A Tale of the Alamo 

94 At the Mercy of Tiberius 



95 The Golden Bule. Stories of the 

Ten fin miwftTMlwittti' ifff 

96 Adventures of a Perambulator 

Mrs. Adams-Acvoi 

97 The Little Dowager. 

Mrs. SAUhBAmDB 

98 Bvery Girl's Book. 

99 The Fairohild Family. 

^ _ Mrs. Shbxwooo 

zoo Ben Hur; or. The Days of the 
^ *"*■ Law. Wallaob 
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NOVELS.— 250 Volumes. 

TWO SHILLINGS EACH, 



4INS WORTH, W. H. 

1 The Tower of London 

2 Old St. Paul's 

3 Windsor Castle 

4 The Miser's Daughter 

5 The Star Chamber 

6 Rookwood 

7 St. James' 

8 The Flitch of Bacon 

9 Guy Fawkes 

10 The Lancashire Witches 

11 Crichton 

13 Jack Sheppard 

13 The Spendthrift 

14 Boscobel 

15 Ovingdean Grange 

16 Mervyn Clitheroe 

17 Auriol 

18 Preston Fight 

19 Stanley Brereton 

30 Beau Nash 

31 The Manchester Rebels 

The Set, in 21 Volumes, price 42/- 

AUSTENyJane. 

32 Pride and Prejudice 

33 Sense and Sensibility 

34 Mansfield Park 

35 Emma 

36 Northanger Abbey, and 

Persuasion 
The Set, in 5 Volumes, price 10/- 

BRONTE, Charlotte E. eft A. 

37 Jane Eyre 

38 Shirley 

39 Wuthering Heights 

COCKTON, Henry, 

30 Valentine Vox 

31 Sylvester Sound 
33 Stanley Thorn 



COOPER, Fenim&rt. 

33 The Deerslayer 

34 The Pathfinder 

35 The Last of the Mohi- 

cans 

36 The Pioneers 

37 The Prairie 

38 The Red Rover 

39 The Pilot 

40 The Two Admirals 

41 The Waterwitch 
43 The Spy 

43 The Sea Lions 

44 Miles Wallingford 

45 Lionel Lincoln 

46 The Headsman 

47 Homeward Bound 

48 The Crater ; or, Vulcan's 

Peak 

49 Wing and Wing 

50 Jack Tier 

51 Satanstoe 

52 The Chainbearer 

53 The Red Skins 

54 The Heidenmauer 

55 Precaution 

56 The Monikins 

57 TheWeptofWish-ton- 

Wish 

58 The Ways of the Hour 

59 Mercedes 

60 Afloat and Ashore 

61 Wyandotte 

62 Home as Found (Se(|uel 

to ** Homeward Bound *') 

63 Oak Openings 

64 The Bravo 

The Set, in 32 Volumes, price 64/* 
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DICKENS, Charles. 

6$ Sketches by "Boz" 

66 Nicholas Nickleby 

67 Oliver Twist 

68 Barnaby Rudge 

69 TheOldCuriosityShop 

70 Dombey and Son 

71 Grimaldi the Clown, 

with C&uikshank's Illustra- 
tions 

72 Martin Chuzzlewit 

73 The Pickwick Papers 

74 David Copperfield 

^. ^ (Copyright) 

75 Pictures from Italy, 

and American Notes 

76 Christmas Books 

DUMAS, Alexandre. 

77 The Three Musket- 

eers 

78 Twenty Years After 

79 Monte Cristo 

So Marguerite de Valois 

81 Chicot, the Jester 

82 Forty-tive Guardsmen 

83 Taking the Bastile 

84 The Queen's Necklace 

85 The Conspirators 

86 The Regent's Daughter 

87 Memoirs of a Physician 

88 The Countess de 

Charny 

89 The Vicomte de Bra- 

gelonne, Vol. i 

90 The Vicomte de Bra- 

gelonne, Vol. 2 

91 The Chevalier de 

Maison Rouge 

The Set, in 15 Volumes, price 30/- 

FERRIER, Miss. 

92 Marriage 

93 The Inheritance 

94 Destiny 



FIELDING, Henry. 

95 Tom Jones 

96 Joseph Andrews 

97 Amelia 

GASKELL, Mrs, 

98 Mary Barton 

GRANT, James. 

99 The Aide de Camp 
100 The Scottish Cavalier 
loi Bothwell 

102 One of the Six Hun- 

dred 

103 Jane Seton 

104 The Yellow Frigate 

105 The Romance of War 

106 Oliver Ellis 

107 Mary of Lorraine 

108 Legends of the Black 

Watch 

109 LucyArden 

no The Captain of the 

Guard 

111 Colville of the Guards 

112 The Constable of 

France 

113 The Dead Tryst 

114 Did She Love Him? 

115 The Duke of Albany's 

Highlanders 

116 Dulcie Cartyon 

117 Fairer than a Fairy 

118 First Love and Last 

Love 

119 The Girl He Married 

120 The King's Own Bor- 

derers 

121 Laura Everingham 

122 Letty Hyde's Lovers 

123 The Lord Hermitage 

HALIBURTON, Judge. 

124 The Clockmaker 

125 The Attach* 



Digitized 
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NOyELS-continued. 

HUGO, Victor. 

126 Les Miserables 

127 Notre Dame 

128 History of a Crime 

129 Ninety-Three 

130 Toilers of the Sea 

131 By Order of the King 

KINGS LEY, Charles. 

132 Alton Locke 

133 Yeast 

LEVER, Charles. 

134 Harry Lorrequer 

135 Charles O'Malley 

136 Jack Hinton 

137 Arthur O'Leary 

138 Con Cregan 

LOVER, Samuel. 

139 Handy Andy 

140 Rory O'More 

LYTTON, Lard. 

Author's Copyright Bevised Editions oon- 
taining Frefaoes to be found in no other 
Edition. 

141 Pelham 

142 Paul Clifford 

143 Eugene Aram 

144 Last Days of Pompeii 

145 Rienzi 

146 Ernest Maltravers 

147 Alice ; or, The Mysteries 

148 Night and Morning 

149 The Disowned 

150 Devereux 

151 Godolphin 

152 The Last of the Barons 

153 Leila; Pilgrims of the 

Rhine 

154 Falkland; Zicci 

155 Zanoni 

156 The Caxtons 

157 Harold 

158 Lucretia 

159 The Coming Race 



Lytton, \jyKT>^contintud. 

160 A Strange Story 

161 Kenelm Chillingly 

162 Pausanias : and The 

Haunted and the Haunters 

163 My Novel, Vol i, 
164 Vol. 2. 

165 What will He Do with 

it? Vol. I. 

166 What will He Do with 

it? Vol. 2. 

167 The Parisians, Vol. i. 
168 Vol a. 

The Set, in 28 Volumes, price 56/- 

MARRYAT, Captain. 
169 Frank Mildmay 

70 Midshipman basy 

71 Phantom Ship 

72 Peter Simple 

173 The King[s Own 

174 Newton Forster 
[75 Jacob Faithful 

76 The Pacha of many 

Tales 
177 Japhet in Search of a 

Father 
78 The Dog Fiend 
179 The Poacher 
[80 Percival Keene 

81 Monsieur Violet 

82 Rattiin, the Reefer 

83 Valerie 

184 Olla Podrida 

The Set, in 16 Volumes, price 32/- 

MOUNTENEY'JEPHSON, R. 

185 Tom Bulikiey 

186 The Girl he left be- 

hind him 

187 The Roll of the Drum 

PORTER, Jane. 

188 The Scottish Chiefs 

189 The Pastor's Fireside 

190 Thaddeus of Warsaw 
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NOWELS-conHnued. 
REID^ Captain Mayne, 

191 The Scalp Hunters 

192 The Rifle Rangers 

193 The War Trail 

194 The Quadroon 

195 The Headless Horse- 

man 

196 The Tiger Hunter 

197 The Guerilla Chief 
19S Lost Lenore 

199 The White Gauntlet 

200 The White Chief 

201 The Hunter's Feast 

202 The Half Blood 

203 The Wild Huntress 

204 The Maroon 

205 The Wood Rangers 

206 The Lone Ranche 

The Set, in 16 Volumes, 32/- 
RICHARDSON, Samuel. 

207 Clarissa Harlowe 

208 Pamela 

209 SirCharlesGrandison 

SCOTT, Michael 

210 Tom Cringle's Log 

211 The Cruise of the 

"Midge" 

SCOTT, Sir Walter. 

212 Waverley 

213 Guy Mannering 

214 Old Mortality 

215 The Heart of Midlo- 

thian 

216 Rob Roy 

217 Ivanhoe 

218 The Antiquary 

219 Bride of Lammermoor 

220 The Black Dwarf and 

A Legend of Montrose 

221 The Monastery 

222 The Abbot 
aa3 K^nlkMOrttl 



Scott, Sir Walter — continued, 

224 The Pirate 

225 The Fortunes of Nigel 

226 Peveril of the Peak 

227 Quentin Durward 

228 St. Ronan's Well 

229 Redgauntlet 

230 The Betrothed and 

The Highland Widow 

231 TheTalismanandThe 

Two Drovers 

232 Woodstock 

233 The Fair Maidof Perth 

234 Anne of Geierstein 
23s Count Robert of Paris 

236 The Surgeon's Daugh- 

ter 

The Set, in 25 Volumes, i^rice 50/- 

SMEDLEYy Frank. 

237 Frank Fairlegh 

238 Lewis Arundel 

239 Harry Cove rdale's 

Courtship 

240 The Colville Family 

SMOLLETT, TMas. 

241 Roderick Random 

242 Humphry Clinker 

243 Peregrine Pickle 

SUE, Eugene. 

244 The Wandering Jew 
24s The Mysteries of Paris 

THACKERA K, W. M. 

246 Vanity Fair 

247 Pendennis 

248 The Luck of Barry 

Lyndon 

WARREN, Samuel. 

249 Ten Thousand a Year 

250 The Diary of a late 

Physician 
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POETRY AND THE DRAMA, 

50 VOLUMES, 2s. each. 



I Shakspere. Edited by 
Charles Knight. 

3 Longfellow's Poetical 

Works, complete Edition, with 
126 Copyright Poems, 762 pages 

3 Scott's Poetical Works, 

640 pages 

4 Byron's Poetical Works, 

752 pages 

5 Burns^s Poetical Works, 

512 pages 

6 The Ingoldsby Legends, 

512 pages, with 22 Illustrations 
from Designs by C&uikshank 
and Leech 

7 Homer's Iliad and Odys- 

sey, Pope's Translation 

8 Moore's Poetical Works, 

with Memoir by Charles Kent 

9 Mrs. Hemans's Poetical 

Works 

EC Hood's Poetical Works, 

Serious and Comic, 528 pages 

II Shelley's Poetical Works, 

with Memoir by W. B. Scott 

I a Cowper's Poetical Works 

13 Milton's Poetical Works. 

From the Text of Dr. Newton 

14 Chaucer's Canterbury 

Tales 

15 Book of British Ballads. 

Edited by S. C. Hall 

16 Holmes's Poetical Works 

17 Lowell's Poetical Works 
I? Willis's Poetical Works 

19 Poems by Elizabeth Bar- 

rett Browning 

20 Dante's Divine Comedy. 

Longfellow's Translation, with 
Notes 

31 Whittier'sPoeticalWorks 

22 Bryant's Poetical Works 

23 Campbell's Poetical 

Works 

24 Coleridge's Poetical 

Works 



25 Dodd's Beauties of 

Shakspeare 

26 Herbert's Poetical Works 

27 Keats's Poetical Works 

28 Poe's Poetical Works 

29 Wordsworth's Poetical 

Works 

30 Percy's Reliques of An- 

cient English Poetry 

31 Keble's The Christian 

Year 

32 Comic Poets of the Nine- 

teenth Century. W. D. Adams 

33 Spenser's Faerie Queene 

34 Dryden's Poetical Works 

35 Southey's Poetical Works 

36 Byron's Don Juan 

37 Lord Lytton's Dramas 

Vol. I 

38 Virgil's >Eneid. Dryden 

39 Marlowe's Faustus and 

Goethe's Faust 

40 Horace Odes and Epodes. 

Lord Lytton 

41 Gray's Poems and Pope's 

Essay on Man, etc 

42 Hesiod. Translated by C. A. 

Elton 

43 Sheridan's Plays 

44 Plays from Moii^re. By 

Dryden, Wycherley, Field- 
ing, and others 

45 Lord Lytton's Dramas 

Vol. 2 

46 Poems by Bret Harte 

47 Sacred Poems 

48 Shakspeare's Doubtful 

Plays. Hazlitt 

49 Lord Lytton's King 

Arthur 

50 Lord Lytton's New Timon 
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STANDARD BOOKS, 

50 VOLUMES, 2s. each. 



I Macau lay's Essays and 

Lays of Ancient Rome, complete 
Edition, 924 pages 

a The Spectator, complete 

Edition reprodadng the original 
text Edited by Professor H. 
MORLBY. 944 pages 

3 Carlyle's French Revo- 
lution, complete Edition 

4* Carlyle's SartorResartus, 

Heroes and Hero Worship, Past 
and Present 

5 Carlyle's Oliver Cronn- 

well^ Letters and Speeches 

6 Book of Humour, Wit, 

and Wisdom 

7 Cruden's Concordance 

to the Old and New Testaments. 
Edited by the Rev. C. S. Carey 

8 The Arabian Nights' En- 

tertainments 

9 Adventures of Don 

Quixote 

10 Southey's Life of Nelson 

11 Josephus. Translated by 

Whiston 
I a Curiosities of Literature 
Isaac D'Israeli 

13 Amenities of Literature 

Isaac DIsraeli 

14 Miscellanies of Litera- 

ture. Isaac D'Israeli 

15 Bosweirs Life of Dr. 

Johnson. 

16 Montaigne's Essays 

17 The Breakfast - Table 

Series, including the Autocrat, 
The Professor, and the Poet. 

O. W. Holmes 

18 Milman's History of the 

Jews 

19 The Waverley Anecdotes 



20 Rabelais' Works. Edited 

by Henry Morley 

21 Butler's Analogy of Reli- 

gion 

22 Book of Epigrams. W. 

Davenport Adams 

23 England and the English. 

Lord Lytton 

24, 25, 26 Prescott's History 

of the Conquest of Mexico, 
3 vols. 

27, 28, 29 Prescott's History 

of the Conquest of Peru, 3 vols. 

30, 31, 32 Napier's Peninsu- 
lar War, 3 vols. 

33 Crabb's Dictionary of 

Synonyms 

34 Stow's Survey of London 

35 The Adventures of Gil 

Bias 

36 Principles of Political 

Economy. John Stuart Mill 

37 Popular Astronomy. 

O. M. Mitchell 

38 Plutarch's Lives 

39 Emerson's Works 

40 Longfellow's Prose 

Works 

41, 42 Roscoe's Life of Leo 

the Tenth, 2 vols. 

43 Goldsmith's Complete 

Works 

44 Adam Smith's Wealthier 

Nations 

45 Defoe's Journal of the 

Plague Year 

46 Lord Lytton'8 Quarterly 



47 Walton and Cotton*s 

Complete Angler 

48, 49> 50 Motley's Dutch 

Republic, 3 vols. 



GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS, LIMITED^ 

LONDON, ilANCHESTER, AND NBW YORK. 
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GBORgg BOUTLBDQB & SONS, limited 

ROUTLEDGE'S 

SEVEN SHILLING AND SIXPENNY 
JUVENILE BOOKS. 



The Microscope, by Jabbz Hogg, with more than 500 Engrayingt 

and Coloured Illustrations, 14th Edition. 
The Popular Natural History, by Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A., with 

600 Illustrations and 12 Page Plates printed in Colours by E. 

NiSTBX. 

Mother Goose's Nursery Rhymes and Fairy Tales, with 400 

Illustrations and 13 Coloured Plates. 
Picture Natural History of Animals, Birds, Reptiles, Fishes, 

and Insects, 660 Illustrations by Wolf, Weib, Zwbcksr, 

and others. 
Sir John Gilbert's Shakespeare. With 700 niustrations. 
Discoveries and Inventions of the Nineteenth Century, lotb 

Edition, 1893, 432 Illustrations. 
Shakespeare Gems, with 45 Steel Plates after G. F. Sargent. 
Grimm^ Fairy Tales, with 240 Illustrations by E. H. Wehne&t, 

and 12 Coloured Plates by F. A. Eraser. 
Andersen's Fairy Tales; with many Illustrations and 12 Coloured 

Plates by A. W. Cooper. 
Every Boy's Book. A Complete Encyclopaedia of Sports and 

Amusements, by Edmund Routledgb. 
A Thousand Miles up the Nile, by Amelia B. Edwards, with 

many Illustrations by the Author. 
Cooper's Leather^tocking Tales. A New Edition, arranged 

for Youth by G. Washingix)n Moon, with Illustrations in the 

Text and Five Page Coloured Plates. 
Great African Travellers, from Mungo Park to Stanley, contain* 

ing Stanley's Latest Travels. Many Illustrations and Portrait 

of Stanley. 
Robinson Crusoe, with 100 Illustrations by J. D. Watson, and 

12 Page Plates in Colours by Ernest ^ISTER. 
The Swiss Family Robinson, Edited by W. H. G. Kingston, 

100 Illustrations and 12 Page Plates in Colours. 
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress, with no Illustrations by J. D. 

Watson, and 12 Coloured from Designs by A. W. Cooper. 
The Prince of the House of David, with 51 Plain and 12 Page 

Illustrations by F. A. Fraser, printed in Colours. 
Household Tales and Fairy Stories, with 6 Page Illustrations 



by E. T. Wheeler, printed in Colours, 
b's Tales 



Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare, with 184 Illustrations \)y Sir 
John Gilbert, R A., and 12 Page Plates printed in Colours. 

Countess D'Aulnoy's Fairy Tales, with 60 Illustrations by Goa* 
don Brownb, and 12 Page Plates in Colours. 

^ -n- 

L ond on Manohester and New York. 
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^BOBOa ROUTLBDQB & SONS, Umited 

BiUN 8HILLINQ AND SIXPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS, etmtmued-^ 
Captain Cook's Voyages, with many lUastrations in the Tezt^ 

and 13 Plates, printed in Colours, from designs by GoaDOV 

BaowNi. 
Quillver's Travels, with many Illostrations in the Text, and is 

Plates, printed in Colours, from designs by E. J. Wheblek. 
The Arabian Nights' Entertainments, with many Illustrations 

in tiie Text, and la Plates, printed in Colours, from designs by 

A. W. COOPKR. 

The Piayfellow, by Harbibt Martinbau, containing '* The Set- 
tlers at Home," ** The Peasant and the Prince," " Feats on the 
Fiord," '* The Crofton Boys," with many Illustrations, and 8 
Plates, printed in Colours, from designs by A. W. Coopbr. 

The Adventures of Don Quixote, adapted for the Young, by M. 
ToNBS, with many Illustrations^ and 6 Coloured Plates by 

KRONHBIM. 

The Adventures of Robin Hood, with 20 Page Illustrations, and 
8 Coloured Plates, from desiens by Gordon Browns. 

White's Natural History of Selborne (Sir William Jardinb's 
Edition), with many Illustrations, and 6 Plates^ in Colours, from 
designs by Harrison Wbir. 



ROUTLEDGES 
PIVB SHILLINQ JUVENILE BOOKS. 



Olttstrated by Gilbbrt, Harviy, Fostbr, Zwbckbb and Othecib 

BOYS' BOOKS. 

Marryat's Children of the New Forest, with 54 original IUus« 

trations, and 8 Full-Page Plates. 
Marryaf s Little Savage, with 54 original Illustrations by A. W, 

CooPBR, and Full- Page Plates by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
The Old Forest Ranger, by Major Campbell. 
Shipwrecks and Disasters at S6a, by W. H. G. Kingston. 

180 Illustrations. 
The Book of Notable Voyagers, from Columbus to Norden- 

skiold, by W. G. H« Kingston and Henry Frith, with 

many Illustrations. 
Youngsters' Yarns, by Ascott R. Hope, with Illustrations by 

C. O. Murray. 
Extraordinary Men and Women, by W. Russell. 
Robinson Crusoe, with 50 Illustrations by J. D. Watson, and 

Coloured Plates. 
The Swiss Family Robinson (Kingston's Edition), with 50 IUus« 

trations, and Co'onred Plates. 
EarthQjuakes, by Arnold Boscowitz, with many Illustrations. 
Captain : The Adventures of a Dog, by Madame P. de Nan* 

tbuil, with 7a Illustrations by Myrbach. 



liondon Manchester and New York. 
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GBORQB ROUTLBDGa & SONS, Limited 

FIVE 8HILLINQ JUVENILE BOOKS, eorUinwd-- ^ 

Robin Hood's Life and Adventures, by J. B. Marsh, with many 
niustrations, and Coloured Plates. 

Illustrated Natural History, by Rev. J. G. Wood, with 4S0 £a- 
gravings by Wii. HAavKY. 

Cooper's Leather^Stocking Tales. 

Cooper's Sea Tales. 

Tales from Shakespeare, by Charlbs Lamb. 

Homes and Haunts •f the British Poets. 

Chivalry, by Lbon Gautisr, with 100 lUostratlons. 

Captain Cook's Voyages, with many IllustratioDs, and Coloured 
Plates. 

Gulliver's Travels, with Coloured Plates, and many niustrations. 

The Boy's Own Natural History, with Illustrations by W. Har- 
vey, and Coloured Plates. 

Harriet Martineau's The Playfellow, with Coloured Plates, and 
many Illustrations. 

Don Quixote, for the Young, with Col'^'^red Plates and many Illus- 
trations. 

White's Natural History of Selborne, with Illustrations and 
Coloured Plates. 

NAVAL AND MILITARY BOOKS. 

Battles of the British Army : A History of its Services, Defeats 

and Victories fvom the Earliest Times to 1890, by C R. Low. 

With 6 Illustrations by Caton Woodville. 
Great Sieges of History. A New Edition, including The Siege of 

Paris, with Plates. 
Great Battles of the British Navy. New Edition, including the 

Bombardment of Alexandria, with Plates, Plain and Coloured. 
Great Commanders of Europe, by G. P. R. Jambs, with Plates. 
Warrior Kings, from Charlemagne to Frederick the Great, by Lady 

Lambl With 50 Illustrations and 12 Page Plates. 
British Heroes in Foreign Wars, by James Grant, with Col* 

oured Plates. 

SCIENCE. 

Timbsf History of Wonderful Inventions. New and Revised 

Edition, with m&ny Illustrations. 
The Boy's Book of Science, by Prof. J. H. Pepper, 400 lllus* 

trations. 14th Edition. With Additions by T. C. Hepworth. 
The Boy's Book of Metals and Minerals, Coal, Lead, Iron, 

and Tin Mines, by Professor Pepper. ^ Illustrations. 
Popular Astronomy and the Orbs of Heaven, by O. M. 

Mitchell. 

GIRLS* BOOKS. 

Lilian's Golden Hours, by Silvbrpen. 
Uncle Tom*s Cabin, with Illustrations by G. H. Thomas. 
Roses and Lilies of Christendom, by Christian Burke, witb 
Illustrations. 

London Manchester and New York. 
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OlIOBaa BOUTLBDOB & SONS, Lixiiited 



FIVE SHILUNQ JUVENILE BOOKS, 

By Gracb Aovilae. 

The Mother^s Recompense : A Sequel to " Home Influence,* 

Illustrmtions by HilbnT. A. Miles. 
Women's Friendship : A Story of Domestic Life, lllustratioiw 

by Helen J. A. Miles. 
The Vale of Cedars ; or, the Martyr : A Stoiy of Spain in the 

Fifteenth Century, Illustrations by Dalziel Brothers and 

H. Anelay. 
Home Scenes and Heart Studies, lUostrotions by Hydb W. 

Briscoe. 
The Days of Bruce : A Story from Scottish History, Illustrm- 
tions by Hyde W. Briscok. 
The Women of Israel : Characters and Sketches from the 

Holy Scriptures, with Illustrations by A. W. Cooper. 
Home Influence : A Tale for Mothers and Daughters, Ulus- 

trations by Sir J. Gilbert and M. E. Edwards. 



Edgeworth's Moral Tales, with Coloured Plates, and 30 Illustra« 
tions. 

>Esop's Fables, with 114 Illustrations by Harrison Weir, and 
Coloured Plates. 

Edgeworth's Early Lessons, with Coloured Plates, and 70 Illus- 
trations. 

Edgeworth's Popular Tales, with Coloured Plates, and 30 Illus- 
trations. 

Edgeworth's Parent's Assistant, with Coloorpd Plates, and jo 
Illustrations. 

RELIGIOUS BOOKS. 

The Pillar of Fire, with Plates. 

The Pilgrim's Progress, Large Tjrpe Edition, with 40 Plates by 

T. D. Watson. 
Naomi, by Mrs. Webb, with New Illustrations by A. W. Cooper, 

and 8 bv Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
The Wide, Wide World, by Miss Wetherell, with Coloured 

Plates. 

gueechy, by Miss Wetherell, with Coloured Plates, 
unyan s Pilgrim's Progress, with many Illustrations and Col- 
oured Plates. 
The Prince of the House of David, with Coloured Plates. 

FAIRY TALES. 

Andersen's Fairy Tales, with many Illustrations and Coloured 

Plates. 
Grimm'-s Fairy Tales, with many Illustrations and Coloured Plates. 
Fairy Tales, by Professor Henry Morlby, with Illustrations by 

C H. Bennett. 
The Arabian Nights' Entertainments, with Coloured Phites. 

Ijondoii Manohaater and New York. 
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